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CAC UCIACE 


Prince of Denmarke. 


Enter Bernardo, and Franciſco,two Centinele, 


Bar. F Hoſethere? 
Fran, \ Nay anſwer me. Stand and vnfold your ſelſe. 
Bar, Long liue the King. | 
Fran. Barnards. | 5 


Bar. Hee. | | | 
Fran, You come moſt carefully vpon your houre, 
Bar. Tis now ſtrooke twelue,gec theeto bed Fraxciſcs. 
Fran. For this reliefe much thanks, tis bitter cold, 
And I am ſick at heart. ES 


Bar. Have you had quot ouard? 
( 


Fran. Not a Mouſe ſſitring. 
Bar, Well,good night: 
If you doe — ER and Marcellus, 
The riuals of my watch, bid them make haſt, 

Enter Horatio and Marcellus. 


Fran. | thinke1 heare them, ſtand ho, who is there? 


Hora. Friends to this ground. | 35 

CHMar, And Leegemen to the Dane, 

Fran. Giue you good night. 5 
Mar. O, farewell honeſt ſouldiers, who hath relieu d you? 


Fran. Bernardo hath my place; giue you good night, Exit F. 
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The Tregedy ef Hamlet 24 
Mar. Holla, Barnardo, | 
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Bar. by what is Hor.itio there 
Hora. 


peece of him, | 
Bar. Welcome Horatio, welcome good Marcellus, 


Hora. What has this thing appeard againeto night? 


Bar. I haue ſeene nothing. 
Aar. Horatio ſayes tis but a fantaſie, 


And will not let beleefe take hold of him, 


Touching this dreaded ſight twice ſeene of vs, 


Therefore I haue intreated him along, 
Wich vs to watch the minuts of this night, 


That if againe this apparition come, | 
Hee may*approue our eyes and ſpeaketoit. 
Hora. Tuſn, tuſh , twill not appeare. 

Bar. Sit downe awhile, 


And let vs once againe affaile your eares, 


That are ſo fortified againſt our ſtory, 
What wee haue two nights ſeene. 
Hora, Well fit wee downe, 


And let vs he are Barnardo ſpeake of this. 


Var. Laſt night of all, 


When yond ſame ftarre thats weſtward from the pole; 


Had made his courſe t illume that part of heauen 5 


Where now it burnes, Marcellus and my ſelfe 


The Bell then beating one. 
f Enter Ghoſt. (gaine, 
Mar. Peace, breakethee off looke where it comes a- 
_ Be, Inthe ſame figure like the King thats dead · 
Mar. Thou art a Scholler ſpeake to it Horatio. 
Hors. Moſt like, it horrowes me with feaft & wonder. 
Jar. It would be ſpoke to, 
Aer. Speake to it Horatio. TE 
Hera. What art thou that vſurpſt this time of night, 


Together with that faire and warlike forme, 
In which the Maieſty of buried Denmarke 


Did ſometimes march: by heauen I charge the ſpeake. 
Mar. It is offended. 


Jar. See it ſtaukes away. 


— 
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Prince of Denmarke, 
Hera. Stay, ſpeake, ſpeake I charge thee ſpeake; Exi Ghoſt, 
Ma. Tis gone and will not anſwere. 5 I 
Bar. How now Horatio, youtremble and looke pale, 
Is not this ſomething more then phantaſie ? 
What thinke you of it? „ 
Hera. Before my God I might not this beleeue, 
Without the ſencible and true auouch 
Of mine owne eyes. 
Mar. Isit not like the King ? 
Hora. As thou art to thy ſclfe : 
Such was the yery Armor hee had on, 
When hee the ambitious Norway combated, f 
So frownde hee once when in an angry parle 5 
Hee ſmote the ſleaded pollax on the ice. 
Tis ſtrange. | ) 
Mar. Thus twice before and iump at this dead houre, 
With Martiall tauke hath hee gone by our watch. 
Hor, In what perticular thought, to worke I know not, 
But in the groſle and ſcope of mine opinion, 
This bodes ſome ſtrange eruption to or ſtate. : 
Mar, Good now fit downe, and tell me hee that knowes, 
Why this ſame ſtrict and moſt obſeruant watch 
So nightly toyles the ſubieR of the land, 
And with ſuch dayly coſt of brazen Cannon 
And forrame marte for implements of warre, . 
Why ſuch impreſle of ſhip-wrights, whoſe ſore taſke 
Does not deuide the Sunday from the weeke, | 
What might bee toward, that this ſweaty halt . 
Doth make the night ioynt labourer with the day, 
Who iſt that can informe mee ? | 
Hora. That can. 
At leaſt the whiſper goes ſo, our laſt King, 
Whoſe image even but now appes d to vs, 
Was as you know by Fortirbraſſe of Norway, 
Thereto prickt on by a moſt emulate pride 
Dar d to the combate; in which our yaliant Hamlet, 
For ſo this fide of our krowne world eſteemd him) 
Did ſlay this Fortinbraſle, who by a ſeald compact 
Well ratified by law and Heraldry g 
„ Did 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 
Did forfait (with his life) all theſe his lands | om 


Which hee ſtood ſeaz d of, to the couquetour. 


Againſt the which a moity competent 

Was gaged by our King, which had returne + 

To the inheritance of Fortinbraſſe, | 
Had hee beene yanquiſher ;; as by the ſame comart, 
And carriage of the articles deſeigne, 155 * 
His fell to Hamlet; now Sir, young Fortinbraſſe 

Of vnimprooued mettle, hot and full, 

Hath in the skirts of Norway heere andihere 

Sharkt vp a liſt of lawleſſe reſolutes 

For food and diet to ſome enterpriſe 


1! That hath a ſtomake in t, which no other 


As it doth well appeare yntoour ſtate 
But to recouer of vs by ſtrong hand 


And tearmes compulſatory, thoſe foreſaid lands 
So byhis father loſt; and this Itake it, 


Is the maine motiue of ourpreparations a 
The ſource of this our watch, and the cheefe head 


Of this poſt-haſt and romeage in the land. 

Bar. I thinke it be no other but even ſo; 
Well may it ſort that this portentous figure 
Comes armed through our watch ſo like the King 


That was and is the queſtion of theſe warres. 


Hora. A moth it is to trouble the mindes eye: 
In the moſt high and palmy ſtate of Rome, 
Alittle ere the migheieſt Iulius fell 
The graues ſtood teanantleſſe, and the ſheeted dead 
Did ſqueake and gibber in the Romane ſtreets 
As ſtatres with traines of fire, and dewes of bloud 
Diſaſters in the Sunne; and the moiſt ſtarre, 


Vpon whoſe influence Neptunes Empier lands, 


Was ſick almoſt to doomeſday with eclipſe. 85 N 
And euen the like precurſe of fearce euents 8 
As harbingers preceadiag ſtill che fates 


And prelogue to the Owen comming en 


% 


Vnto our Climatures and contrimen, 
| . Enter Ghoſt , 


Haue heauen and earth together demonſtrated 


Bute 
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Prince of Denmarbe. 

But ſoft, behold, lo where it comes againe 

Ile crofle it though it blaſt mee: ſtay illuſion, | It fpreads 

If thou haſt any ſound or vſe of voice, his armies. 

Speake to mee, if there be any good thing to bee done 

That may to thee doe caſe and grace to mee, 

Speake to mee. 

If thou art priuy to thy contryes fate 

Which happily ſoreknowing may auoyd, 

O ſpeake: ä 8 

Or if thou haſt vphoorded in thy life 

Extorted treaſure in the wombe of earth, 

For which they ſay your ſpirits oft walke in demh. The cle 

Speake of it, ſtay and ſpeake,ſtop it Marcellus. cremes. 
Mar. Snall Iſtrike it with my partizan? 
Hor. Doe if it will not ſtand. | 
Bar. Tisheere, 
Hor. Tis heere. 
Mar. Tis gone, | 

We doe it wrong being fo Maieſticall 

To offer it the ſhowe of violence, FY 

For it is as the ayre, invulaerable, | ES 

And our vaine blowes malicious mockery. 

> Har. It was aboutto ſpeake when the cock crew: 

| Hor, And then it ſtarted ikea guilty thing, 
Vpon a fearefull ſummons; I haue heard, 


2 


Ihe Cock that is the trumpet to the morne, 


Doth with his lofty and ſhrill ſounding 3 : 
Awake the God of day, and at his warning 
Whether in feaor fire, in earth or ayre, 
Th'extrauagant and erting ſpirit hyes 
To hi; Kan dee. of the tiuth heerein 
This preſent obiect made probation. 

Mar. It faded on the crowing of the Cock. 
Some ſay that euer gainſt that ſealon comes, 
Wherein our Sauiours birth is celebrated 
This bird of dawning ſingeth all night long, 
And then they ſay no ſpirit date ſturre abroade 
The nights are whol ſome, then no planners ſtrike, 
No fairy takes, nor witch hath power to charme 1 

1 B 3 . So 
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' The Tragedy of Hamlet = 
So hallowed and ſo gratious is that time, —— — 


Hor. So haue 1 heard and doe in part beleeue it, 
But looke the morne in ruſſet mantle clad 


Walkes ore the dew of yon high Eaſtward hill: 


Breake wee our watch vp and by my aduiſe 
Let vs impart what wee haue ſeen to night 
Vuto yong Hamlet, for vpon my life | 
This ſpirit dumbto vs, will ſpeake to him: 
Doe you conſent wee ſhall acquaint him with it 
As needfull in our loues fitting our duety. 


Mar. Lets doo tl Pray: and I this morning know 
Where wee (hall find im molt conuenient. Exeunt, 


Floriſb. Enter ( Lending, King of Denmarke., Gertrad the 
Queene, Connſaile : as Polomus, and his Sonne Laertes, 
Hamlet cum Alus. 


Claud. Though yet of Hamlet our deate brothers death 
The memory bee greene, and that it vs beſitted 


Io beate our hearts in greefe and our whole kingdome, 


To be contracted in one browe of woe, 


Vet ſo fatre hath diſcretion fought with nature, 


That wee with wiſeſt ſorrow thinke on him 
Together with remembrance of our ſelues- 


I) erefore our ſometime Siſtet, now our Queene 


Th'imperiall ioyntreſſe to this warlike ſtate 
Haue wee as twere with a defeated ioy 


Wich an auſpitious, and a dropping eye, 


With mirth in funerall, and with dirge in matiage, 

In equall ſcale waighing delight and dole 

Taken to wife : nor haue wee herein bard 

Your bettet wiſdomes, which haue freely gone 

With this affaire along (for all our thankes) 

Now followes that you know yong Fortinbraſſe, 

Holding a weake ſuppoſall of our worth 

Or thinking by our late deare brothers death 

Our ſtate to bee diſioynt, and out of frame 

Colegued with ahis dreame of his aduantage 

Hee hath not faild co peſter vs with meſſage 
n | Importing 
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Prince of Denmarke. 


Importing the ſurrender of thoſe lands 
Loſt by his father, with all bands oſlaw 
To our moſt valiant brother, ſo much for him- 
Now for our ſelſe, and for this time of meeting, 
' Thus much the buſines is, we haue here writ 
To Norway Vncle of young Fortenbraſſe 
Who impotent and bedred ſcarcely heares 
Of this his Nephewes purpoſe; to ſuppreſſe 
His further gate heerein, in that the leuies, 
The liſts, and full proportions are all made 
Out of his ſubieR,and we heere diſpatch 
You good (ornrehins,and you Valtemand, 
For bearers of this greeting to old Norway, 
Giuing to you no further perſonall power 
To buſines with the King, more then the ſcope 
Of theſe delated articles allow: _ 
Farwell,and let your haſt commend your duty. 
Cor. Vo. In that, and all things will we ſhow our duty, 
King. We doubt it nothing, hartely farwell. 
And now Laertes whats the newes with you: E 
Lou told ys of ſome ſute,whar iſt Laerrese? . 
You cannot ſpeake of reaſon to the Dane 
And loſe your voyce; what would ſt thou begge Laertcs? 13 
That ſhall not be my offer, not thy asking, N 1 
The head is not more natiue to the heart . 
The hand more inſtrumentall to the mouth 1 
Then is the throne of Denmarke to thy father, 
What would ſt thou haue Laertes? 1 
Lar. My dread Lord, | wen” 
Yourleaue and fauour to returne to France, 


From whence though willingly I came to Denmarke, 


Jo ſhow my duty in your Coronation; 
Vet now I muſt conſeſſe, that duty done 
My thoughts and wiſhes bend againe toward Franee, 
And bow them to your gracious leaue and pardon. 
King. Haue you your fathers leaue, what ſaies Polonins? 
Polo. He hath my Lord wrung from me my flow leaue 
By labourſome petition,and at laſt = 


Vpon his will I ald my hard conſent, 1 : : 
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doe beſeech you giue him leaue to goe. . 

King. Take thy faire houre Laertes, time be thine, 
And thy beſt graces ſpend it at thy will: 
But now my Coſin Hamlet, and my fonne, 
Fam. A little more then kin, and leſſe then kinde. 
Ring. How is it that the clowdes ſill hang on you. 
Ham. Not ſo much my Lord, I am too much in the ſonne. 
Quecne. Good Hamlet caſt thy nighted colour off 
And let thine eye looke like a friend on Dexmarke, - 
Doe not for euer with thy vailed lids, . 
Seeke for thy noble Father in the duſt, 
Thau know ft tis common all chat lives muſt dye, 
Paſſing through nature to eternitie. 

Ham. I Maddam, it is common. 

Dnee. If it bee : 
Why ſeemes it ſo perticuler with thee. 

Ham. Seemes Maddam,nay it is, | know not ſeemes, 
Tis not alone my incky cloake could ſmother, 
Nor cuſtomary ſutes of ſolemne black, _. ; 
Nor windie ſuſpiration of forſt breath, ; 
No, nor the fruitfull riverinthe eye, 
Nor the deiected havior of the vilage, 
Together with all formes,moodes, ſhapes of griefe 
That can deuote ine truely, theſe indeed ſeeme, 
For they are actions that a man might play, 
But I haue that within which paſſes ſhowe, 
Theſe but the trappings and the ſuites of woe. 

King. Tis ſweete and commendable in your nature Hamlet, 
To giue theſe mourning duties to your Pather, 
But you mult know your father loſt a father, 
That father loſt, Joſt his, and the ſuruiuer bound 
In nlliall obligation for ſome tearme 
To doe obſequious ſorrowes, but to perſeuer 
In obſtinate condolement,isa courſe —( 
Of impious ſtubborneſſe, tis vnmanly grieſe, 
It ſhowes a will moſt incorrect to heauen, 
A hart vnfortified, or minde impatient, 
An vnderſtanding ſimple and vnſchoold, 
For what we know mult be, and is as common' 
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Prince of Denmark. 
As any the moſt yulgar —_ ſence, 
Why {ſhould we in ous peeuiſh oppoſition 
Take it to hart, fie, tis a fault to heauen, 
A fault againſt the dead, a fault to nature, 5 
To reaſon moſt abſurd, whoſe common theame - 
Is death of fathers, and who ſtill hath cryed | 
From the firſt courſe,till he that dyed to day 
This muſt be ſo: we pray you throw to earth 
This vnpreuailing woe, and thinke of vs 
As of a father, for let the world take note 
You are the moſt imediate to our throne, 
And with no leſſe nobility of loue 
Then that which deareſt father beares his ſonne, 
Doe I impart toward you for your intent, 
In going back to ſchoole to Wittenberg, 
It is moſt retrogard to our deſire, 
And we beſeech you bend you toremaine 
Heere in the cheare and comfort of our eye, 
Our chiefeſt courtier, coſin, and our ſonne. 
Que. Let not thy mother looſe herprayers Hamlet, 
1 pray thee ſtay with vs, go not to Wittenberg. 
Ham. I ſhall in all my beſt obay you Madam. 
King, Why tis a loving and a faire reply, 
Be as our ſelfe in Denmarke, Madam come, 
This gentle and vnforc'd accord of Hama 
Sits ſmiling to my heart, in grace whereof, 
No iacond health that Denmarke drinkes to day, 
But the great Cannon to the clowdes ſhall tell. 
And the Kings rowſe the heauen ſhall brute againe, 


Reſpeaking eurth'y thunder; come away. Florich, Exeunt all 


Ham. O that this too too ſallied fleſh would melt, but Hamer. 
Thaw and teſolue it ſelfe into a dew, | 
Or that the euerlaſting had not fixt 
His cannon gainſt ſeale ſlaughter, d God, God, 
How wary, ſtale, flat, and ynproficable 
Seeme to me all the vſes of this world ? 
Fie ont, ak fie, tis an vnweeded garden, 
That growes to ſeed, things ranck and groſe in nature, 
Poſſeſſe it meerely that it ſhould come thus | 
” | g C Buy 
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Put two months dead, nay not ſo much, not two, 
So excellent a King, that Was to this 
Hyperion to a Satire, ſo louing io my mother, 
That he might not bete eme the winds of heauen 
Viſit her face too roughly: heauen and earth 
Muſt I remember, why ſhe ſhould hang on him 
As if increaſe of appetite had growne. q + 
By what it fed on, and yet within a month, 
Let me not thinke on t; frailty thy name is woman 
A little month. Or ere thoſe swereald ;, 
With which ſhe followed my poore fathers body 
Like N:obe all teares, why ſhe © 
OGod | a beaſt that wants diſcourſe of reaſon 
Would haue mourn'd longer, married with my Vncle, 
My fachers brother, but no more like my father 
Then Ito Hercules, within a month, 
Ere yet the ſalt of moſt vnrighteous teares 
H ad left the fluſhing iu ber gauled eyes 
She married Oh! moſt wicked ſpeed; to poſt 
Wih ſuch dexterity to inceſtious ſheetes, 
It is not, nor it cannot come to good, 
But breake my heats for Imuſt hold my tongue. j 
Enter Horatio, Mare allus and Bernardo. | 
Hors. Haile to your Lordſhippe. (ſelſe. 
Ham. I am glad to ſee you well; Horatio, or I do forget my 
Hera. the ſame my Lord, and your poore ſeruant euer. 
Haw. Sir my good friend, lle change that name with you, 
And what make you from Wittenberg Horatio? 
CAMarcellns. 5 
Ar. My good Lord, 
Haw. I um very glad to ſee you, (good euen ſit ) 
But what in faith make you from Witrenberg ?- 
Hora. A truant diſpoſition good my Lotd, 
Ham. I would nat heare your enemie ſay lo, 
Nor ſhall you do my eare that violeace 
To make it truſter of your one report | 
Againſt your ſelſe, I know you are no truant, 
Bot what is your affaire in Elſonowre? 
Weele teach you ſor to dtinke ere you depart. 
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Prince of Dewnarke. 
Hera. My Lord, I came to ſee your fathers funeral. 
Ham. I prethee doe not mocke me fellow ſtudent, 
Ichinke it was to my mothers weddi 
Hora. Indeed my adorn it followed hard vpon. 
Ham. Thriſt, thriſt, Horatio, the funerall bak t mentes 
Did coldly furniſh forth the marriage tables, 
Would I had met my deareſt foe in Heauen 
Or euer I had ſeene — Horatio. | 
My father me thinkes [ſee my father. 
ora, Wnere my Lord? 
Ham. In my mindes eye Horatio, 
Hora. I ſaw him once, i was a goodly King. 
Ha. A was amantake him forall in all 
I ſhall not looke ypon his like againe. 
Hora, My Lord Ithinke I faw him yeſternight, rl 
Ham, a Ayer + EEE 
Hora. My Lord the King your father. | 
Ham, The King my Father? 4 
Hora. Seaſon your admiration for awhile 
With an attentive eare till I may deliver 
Vpoathe witneſſe of theſe ang; 
This maruaile to you. f 


Ham, For Gods loue let me a 

Hera. Two nights together had theſe gentlemen 
Harcellns, and Barnardo, on their watch, 

In the dead walt and middle ofthe night 
Beenethus incountred, a figure like your father 
Armed at p 1 Cap ea 

Appeares before them, and with ſolemne march, 
Coes ſlowe and ſtately by them 10 thrice he walkt 


By their oppreſt and feare ſurptiſt 
Within this tronchions len TY | | No 
elly, with the act of feare | | 1.19 


Allmoſt to 
e and ſpeake not to himythus td meg 


Siand du 
In dreadfull ſecrec 1 they did, 

And I with them the third nigh ke kepethe wach, 
Whereas they had delivered both in time, 
Forme of the thing, each word made true and goods N | 
The Appariſion comes :I knew your r [ AY 
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Theſe hands are not more like. 


Ham. But where was this ? 


Mar. My Lord vpon the pl aforme where wee watcht, 
Ham Did you not ſpealte to it? 
Nora. My Lord 1 did, 


- But anſwer made it none, yet once mee thought 


Ic lifted vp it head and did addreſſe 
It ſelfe to motion, like as it would ſpeake: 
But euen then the moraing Cock crew loude, 
And at the ſound it ſhruncke in haſt away 
And vaniſht from our ſight. 

Ham. Tis very ſtrange. 

Hora. As; doe live my honor d Lord tis true 
And wee did thinke it writ downe in our ducty 
To let you know of it. 


| H. Indeede firs but this eroubles me, 5 1 


Hold you the watch to night? 

Al. Wee doe my Lord. 
Ham. Arm d ſay you? 
All. Arm d my Lord- | 
Ham. From top to toe? 

l My Lord from head to ſoote. 
Ham Then ſaw you not his face? 
Hora. O yes my Lord, hee wore his beauer vp. 
Ham. Whatlook't hee frowningly ? 


Hora. A countenance more in ſorrow then in anger. 
Ham. Paleorred? 


Hora. Nay very pale, 

Ham, And fixt his eyes ypon * 

Hera. Moſt conſtantly, 

Hans. I would I had beeae chere. 
Hera. It would haue much ama d you. 
Ha. Very like: ſtaid it long? 

Hera. While one with moderate haſt might tell 2 hundreth, . 
Both. Longer, longer. | 
Hors. Not when] ſrw'e. 
Ham. His beard was grifs Id, no. 


| Hora, It way as Thaye ſeene it in his life 
A fable ſiluer d. 


Printe of Denmarke. 
Ham. Iwill watch to night 
Perchance twill walke apaine, 
Hora, I warn t it will 
Ham. If it aſſume my noble fathers perſon; 
Ile ſpeake to it though hell it ſelfe ſheuld gape 
And bid mee ho'd my peace; I pray you 8 
If you haue hetherto conceald this ein : 
Let it be tenable in your filence ſtill, 
And whatſoeuer els ſhall hap to night, 
Giue it an vnderſtanding but no tongue, 
Iwill requite your loues, ſo fare you well: 
Vpon the platforme twixt a leauen and twelue 
Ile viſit you. / | 
eAl Our duety to your homor, Exeuut. 5 
Han. Your loues as mine to you, farewell. b 
My fathers ſpirit (in armes) all is not well, 
I doubt ſome foule play, would the night were come, 
Till then fit till my ſoule, foule deedes will riſe 
Though all the earth ore-whelme them to mens eyes, Exn, 
Enter Laertes and Ophelia his Siſter, 
Laer. My neceſſaries are inbarckt, farewell, 
And ſiſter as the winds giue henefir 
And conuay, in aſſiſtant do not ſleepe 
But let me heare from you, 
* Ophe, Doe you doubt that? 
' Laer, For Hamlet and the trifling of his fauour, 
Hold it a faſhion, anda toy in blood, 
A Violet in the youth of primy nature, 4; 
Forward, not permanent, { xeet, not laſting, , | 
Theperfume and ſuppliance of a minute 
No more. 8 
Ophe, Mo more but ſo | 
Laer T hinke tnomore,9 7 + 
For nature creſſant does not grow alone, 
In thewes and bulkes, but as this remple Waxes 
Theinward ſeruice of the mind and ſoule 
 Growes wide withall, perhaps hee loues you now, . 
And now no ſoyle nor cautell doth beſmerch e 
The vertue of his will, but you muſt feare, 1 | 
„ HS 
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The Tragedyof Hamlet 

His greatnes waid,his Mill is not his owne, 
He may not as vnualewed perſons doe, 
Craue for h. mſelſe, for on his choiſe depends 
The ſafety and health of this whole ſtate, 

And therefore muſt his choiſe be circm(ſcrib'd, 
Vnto the voyce and yeelding of that body, 

| Whereof he is the head, then if he ſaies he loues you, 
It fits your wiſdome ſo farre to beleeue it 

As he in his particuler act and place 

May giue his ſaying deede, which is no further, 
Then the maine veyce of Denmarke goes withall. 
Then way what loſſe your honor may ſuſtaine, 
If with too credent eare you liſt his 2 

Or looſe your heart, or your chaſt treaſure open, 
To his vnmaſtred importunity. b 
Feare it Ophelia, feate it my deare ſiſter, 

And keepe you in ehe reare of your affection 
Out of the ſhot and danger of deſire, 

The charieft maide is prodigall enough 

If ſhe vnmaske her beauty to the Moone 
Vertue it ſelfe ſcapes not calumnious ſtrokes. 
The canker gaules the infant of the ſpting 


Ul. I oo oft before their buttons be diſclol'd, 


Andin the morne and liquid dew of youth 
Contagious blaſtments are moſt iminent, 

Be wary then, beſt ſafety lies in fearc, 

Youth to it ſelfe rebels though none elſe neare, 
Oppbe, I ſhall the effect of this good leſſon keepe, 
As watclimen to my heart: but good my brother 
Doe not as ſome vngracious paſtors doe, 

Show me the ſteepe and thorny way to heaues 
Whiles a on teckles libertine, | 
Himſelſe the primroſe path of dalience treads, 


And teakes not his ownerced. Enter Polonius. 


Laer. O feare me not, 
I ſtay too lonꝑ, but heete my father comes 
A double bleſſing, is a double grace, 
Occaſion ſmiles ypon a ſecond leaue. 


Pol. Yet here Laertes? a bord, a bord for ſhame, 
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Printe ef Denmarłle. 
The ind fits in the ſhoulder of your faile, 
And you are ſtaied for, there my bleſſing with thee, 
And theſe few precepts in thy memory 
Looke thou character, giue thy thoughts no tongue, 
Nor any — thought his act, 
Be thou familier, but by no meanes yulgar, 
Thoſe friends thou kaſt and their adoption tried, 
Grapple them ynto thy ſoule with hoopes of ſteele, 
But do not dull thy palme with entertainement 
O each new hatcht vnfledgd courage; beware 
Oſentrauce to a quarrell, but beeing in, 
Bear't that th oppoſer may beware of thee. 
Giue euery man thy eare, but few thy voyce, 
Take each mans cenſure, but reſerue thy judgement, 
Coſtly thy habite as thy purſe can buy, 
But not expreſt in fancy; rich not gaudy, 
For the apparrell oft proclaimes the man : | 
And they in France of the beſt rancdand ſtation, 
Ar of a moſt ſelect and generous, cheefe in that: 
Neither a borrower not a lender boy, 
For loue oft looſes both it ſelſe. and friend, 
And borrowing dulleth the edge of husbandry: 
This aboue all, to thine owe ſelſe be true 
And it muſt follow as the night the day 
Thou canſt not then bee falſe to any man - 
Farewell, my bleſſing ſeaſon this in thee. 
Laer. Moſt humbly do I take my leaue my Lord. 
Pol. The time inueſts you, goe, your ſeruants tend, 
Laer. Farewell Ophelia, and remember well 
What I haue ſaid to you. 2 
Ophes Tis in my memory lockt 
And you your ſelfe ſhall keepe the key of it. 
Laer. Farewell Erit. Laertes, 
Pol. what iſt Ophelia hee hath ſaid to you? 


— — 


4, w 


Ophe, So pleaſe you, fomething touching the Lord Hamlet, 


Pol. Marry well bethoughe 

Tis told me hee hath very oft of late 

Giuen ptiuate time to you, and you your ſelfe 

Haue of your audience beene molt free and bountio , 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 


Iru be ſo as ſo tis put on me, 


And that in way of caution. I mul tell you, A 


As it behooues my daughter and your honor, 
What is betw ee ue you giue me vp the truth. 
Ophe. He hath my Lord of late made many tenders 
Or his affeQion to me. 
Pol. Affeclion, puh, you ſpeake like a greene gir.c, 


Vnſiſted ia ſuch pernilous eitcumſtance, 
Dce you belieue his tenders, as you call them? 


Ophe. I dce nut know my Lord what I ſhould thinke. / 
Pol. Mary I will teach you,thinke your ſelſe a babie, 


That you haue tane theſe tenders for true pay, 


Which ate not ſterling: tender your ſelſe more dearely 
Or (not to crack the winde of the poore phraſe) 


Wtong it thus, youle tender me a foole. 


Ophe. My Lord he hath importun d me with loue 
In honorable ſaſhio n. | 

Pol. I,faſhion you may call it,go to,go to, 

Ophe, And hath giuen countenance to his ſpeech 
My Lord, with almoſt all the holy vowes of heaven. 

Pol. I. ſpringes to catch wood-cocks,l doe know 
When the blood burnes, how prodigall the ſoule 
Lends the tongue vowes, theſe blazes daughter 
Giuing more light then heate, extinct in both 
Euen iu their promiſe, as it is a making 
You muſt not tak't for fire: from this time 
Be ſome-thing ſcanter of your maiden preſence 
Set your intreatments at a higher rate 
Then a command to parle; for Lord Hamlet, 
Belieue ſo much in him, that he is young, 
And with a larger teder may he walke 
Then may be giuen you: in few Ophelia, 
Doe not belieue his vowes, for they arc brokers 
Nerof that the which their inueſtments ſhow 


But meere implorators of vnholy ſuires, 


Breathing like ſanctiſied and pious bonds 11755 
The better to beguile: this is for all, 5 | 
I would nociaplaine termes from this time foorth = 


Haue 
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Printe of Denmarke. 


| Haue yout ſo ſlaunder any moments leaſure 
As io giue words or talke with the Lord Hamlet, 
Looke too t I charge you, come your wayes, 
Ophe. Iſhall obey my Lord. Exeunt, 


Enter Hamlet, Horatio, and Marcellus; 
Haw. The ayre bites ſhroudly, it is very colde. 
Hora. It is nipping , and an eager ayre. 
Ham. What hour now? 
Hors. I thinke it lackes of twelue, 
Mar. No, it is ſtrooke 
Hor. Indeede; I heard it not, it then drawes neere the ſeaſon. 
Wberein the ſpirit held his wont to walke A Floriſh of trum- 
What does this meane my Lord? | 
Ham. The King doth waike tonight andtakes his rowle, - 
Keepes waſſel! — che ſwaggrinęꝑ vp- ſpring reeles: 
A as he draines his drafts of Renniſh downe, ' 
The kettle drumme and trumpet, thus bray cur 
The triumph of his pledge. 
Hora. Is it a cuſtome 7 
Ham. I marry iſt, 
But to my mind, though I am natiue heere 
And to the manner borne, it is a cuſtome 
Motc honourd in the breach, then the obſeruance. 
This heauy-headed reuelle Eaſt and Welt 
Makes vs tradu'cd and taxedof other Nations, 
They clip vs drunkards and with ſwiniſh phraſe 
Soyl e our addition, and indeed it takes 
From our atchieucments, though perform'd at heigli 
The pith and maro of our attribute, | 
So oft it chances in particuler men 
That for ſome vitious mole of nature in them 
As in their birth x hetem they are not guilty, 
(Sinc nature cannot chooſe his rigen 
By their ore- grow th of ſome complexion 
Oft break ing downe tlie Pales and Forts of reaſon, 
Or by ſome habite that too much ore- leauens 
The forme of plauſiue manners, that theſe men 


Carrying | ſay the ſtamp of one defe& 


pets and 2. peeces goes off, 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 
Being Natures livery, or Fortunes ſtatre, 
His Vertues cls be they as pure as grace, 


As infinit as man may vadergoe, 8 
Shal in the generall cenſure take corruption 
Fre in that particular fault: the dram of caſe 


Doch all the noble ſubftance of a doubt 


To his owe ſcandall, 


Enter Ghoſt. 
Hora. Looke my Lord it comes. whit 
Ham, Angels and Miniſters, of grace defend ys! 
Be thou a ſpirit of health, or goblin damn d, 


Bring with thee ayres from heauen, or blaſts from hell, 


Be ti intents wicked or charitable, 

Thou com't in ſuch a quettionable ſhape, 

That l will ſpeaketo thee, Ile call thee Hamlet, 
King, father, royall Dane, © anſwere mee, 

Let mee not burſt iu ignotance, but tell 

Why thy Canoniz'd bones hearſed in death 


Haue burſt their cerements ? why the Sepulcher, 
 Wherein wee ſaw thee quietly interr'd 


Hath op't his ponderous and marble iawes, 
To caſt thee vp againe? what may this meane 
That thou dead corſe, againe in compleat ſleele 
Reuiſites thus the glimſes ofthe Moone, 
Making night hideous, and wee fooles of nature 
So horridly to ſhake our diſpoſition 
With thoughtes beyond the reaches of our ſoules, 
Say why is this, wherefore, what ſhould wee doe? Beckons. 
Hora It beckons you to goe away with it 
As if it ſonfe impartment did deſire 
To you alone. Sy 
Aar. Looke with what curteous action 


It waues you to a more tamooued ground, 
But doe not goe with it. 


Hora. No, by no meanes. 


Ham. It will not ſpeake, then I will follow it. 

Hera · Doe not my Lord. 

Ham. Why?what ſhould bee the fears, 
I doe not ſer my life at a,pinnes fee, 


Prince of Denmarke. 


And for my ſoule,what can it doe to that 
Being a thing immort all as it ſelfe; „ 
It waues me forth againe, lle follow it. 
Hora. What if it tempt you towards the flood my Lord, 
Or to the dreadfull ſomnet of the cleeſe | 
That bettels ore his baſe into the ſea, 
And there aſſume ſome other horrible forme 
Which might depriue your ſoueraignty of reaſon, | 
And draw you into madneſſe, thinke of it, | 
The very place puts toyes of deſperation | e 4 
Without more motiue,into every braine „ 
That lookes ſo many fadoms to the ſes 
And heares it rore beneath, . | 
Ham. It waues me ftill, ES TIE I” 
Goe on, lle follow th:e, i 
Mar. You ſhall not goe my Lord,” 7 . | 
Ham, Hold of your hands.. - | , 
Hora. Be rul d, you ſhall not goe. 
Ham. My fate cries out 
And makes each petty artyre in this body - 
As hardy as the Nemean Lyons nerue; 
Still am 1 cald, vnhand me Gentlemen 821 
By heaven Ile make a Ghoſt of him that lets me, 
 THay away, goe one, Ile follow thee. Exit Ghoſt flu. 
Hor. He waxes deſperate with imagination. 3 
Aar. Lets follow, tis not fit thus to obey him. 1 
Hora. Haue aſter, to what iſſue will this come? © + 
Mar. Something is rotten in the ſtate of Deomarke. 


Hora. He auen will direct it. 


Mar. Nay lets follow him. Ert, 
Enter Gbeſ and Hawlee, eie 
Ham. Whether wilt thou leade me focake, eg gebe hunt, 


Gho#t. Marke me. 
Ham. I Will. 
Ghoſt. My houre is almoſt come 


When I to ſulphrous ant rormenting mes | 75 
Muſt render vp my ſelſe. — 


How, 1 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 
Ghoſt. 8 me not, but lend thy ſetious hearing 
to what I (hall vnfold. 
Ham. Speake l am bound to here, 


Ghoſt. So art thou to revenge, when thou ſhaltheare, 
Ham. What? 


Ghoft,” I am thy fathers ſpirit, 


Doomd for a certaine tearme to walke the night, 
And for the day confind to faſt in fires, | 


Till the foule —. done in my daies of nature 


Are burnt and purg d away : but that I am forbid 
To tell the ſecrets of my priſon-houſe, 


I could atale vnfolde whoſe lighteft word 


Would harrow vp thy ſoule, freeze thy young blood, 


* thy two eyes like ſtars ſtart from their ſpheres, 
y knotted and combined locks to part, 


And each particular haire to ſtand an end, 


L ke quils vpon the fearefull Porpentine: 

But this eternall blazon muſt not be 

To eares of fleſh and blood, li, liſt, O liſt, 

If thou did'ſt euer thy deare father Ioue. 
Ham. O God. 


Ghoſt, Revenge his foule, and moſt vnnatural 1 88 
Ham. Murther, 


Gboſt, Murther moſt foule, as in the beſt it is, 
But this moſt foule, ſtrange and vnnaturall. e 
Ham, Haſt me to know t, that I with wings as ſwiſt, 
As meditation, or the thoughts of Loue 


May ſweepe to my teuenge. 
AW än find thee apt, 


Aud duller ſhouldeſt . be then the fat weede 
That rootes it ſelfe in caſe on Lethe wharffe, 
Would ſt thou not ſturre in this; now Hamlet heare, 


Tis giuen out, that fleeping in my Orchard, 


A Serpent ſtung me, ſo the whole care of Dennarke 
Is by a forged proceſſe of my death 
Ranckely abuſed:but know thounoble Youth, 


The Serpent that did Qing thy fathers life 


Now weares his Crowne. - 


Ham, O my prophetike ſoule ! my Vncle: 
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Prince ef Denmarle. 1 
Ghoſt. I that inceſtuous, that adulterate beaſt, 
With-witchra't of his wits, wich trayterous gifts, 
O vicked wit, and giſt es that haue the power 
So to ſeduce; wonne to his ſhamfull lu 
The will of my molt ſceming vertuous Queene; 
O Hamlet, what falling off was there 
From me whoſe loue was of that 3 | 
That it went hand in hand, euen with the vow 1 
I made to her in marriage, and to decline e 
Vpon a wretch whoſe natutall gifts were poore, | 
To thoſe of mine; bur vertue as it neuer will be mooued, 
Though lewdneflecourt it inn ſhape of hauen 
So but though to a radiant Angle linckt. 
Will ſort it ſelfe in a celeſtiall bed ä 1 
Andpray on garbage. ä = 71 
But ſoſt, me thinkes I ſcent the morning ayre, 2 [ 
Briefe let me be; ſleeping within my Orchard, 
My cultome alwayes of the a'ternoone, 
Vpon my ſecure houre, thy Vncleſto.e | 4 
With iuyce of curſed Hebona in a viall, 1 
And in the porches of my eares did poure, 
The leaprous diſtilment, whoſe effect 
Holds ſuch an enmity with blood of man, 
That ſwift as quickſiluer it courſesthrough 
The naturall gates and allies of the body, 
And with a ſodaine vigour it doth poſſeſſe 
And curde like eager — into milke, 
The thin and wholſome blood; ſo did it mine, . 
And a moſt inſtant tettet barkt bout 5 
Moſt Lazerlike with vile and lothſome cruſt „ 
All my ſnooth body. | | 
Thus wa: I ſleeping by a brothers hand, 
Ot life, ot (Crowne, of Queene at once diſpatcht. 
Cut e ff even in the bloſſomes of my ſinne, 
Vrizled ditappointed,vn-anueld, 
No rech ning made, but ſent to my account 
Wich all my impertections on my head, 
O horrible O horrible, moſt horuble. 
It thou haſt nature in thee beare it not. 


—_ 1 


J 


Let not the roy all bed of Denmarke be 


The Tragedy of Hamlet 


A couch for luxury and damned inceſt. 


Bat how ſomeuer thou purſues this ct, 


T ain't not thy minde, nor let thy ſoule contriue 


Againſt thy mother ought,leauc her to heauen, 
And to thoſe thornes chat in her boſome lodge 


To pricke and ſling her- ſate thee well at once, 
The Gloworme ſhewes the mitine to be ncere 
And gins to pale his vneffectuall fire, 


Adiew, adiew, adiew, remember me. 


Ham. O all you hoſt of heauen: O earthlwhat elle, 
And ſhall I coupple hell, O fielhold, my heart, 
And you my ſinnowes; grow not inſtant old, 

But beare me ſwiftly vp;remember thee, 

I thou poore Ghoſt whiles memory holds a ſeate 

In. chis diſtracted globe, remember thee, 
Vea, ſrom the table of my memory 

Ile wipe away all triui all fond records, 

All ſawe of bookes, all formes, all preſſures paſt 
That youth and obſeruation coppied there, 


And thy commandement all alone ſhall liue, 
Within the booke and volume of my braine 


Vamikt with baſer matter, yes by heauen. 

O moſt prenicious woman. | 

O villaine, villaine, ſmiling damned villaine, 
My tables, meet it is I ſet it ſowne 
That one may ſmile, and ſmile, and be a villa ine. 
At leaſt I am ſure it may be ſo in Denmarłe. 

So Vucle, there you are, now to my word. 


It is ade w, ade w, remember me. 


I haue ſworart, 


Exter Heratio,and Marcellut. 
Hora. My Lord, my Lord. 
Aar. Lord Hamlet. 
Hora. Heauens ſecute him. 
Ham, So be it. 


Mar, Illo, ho, ho, my Lord. 


Han. Hille, ho, ho, boy come, and come, 
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Prince of Denwnnayke. + | N 


Mar. How i ft my noble Lord? -- 1410 
Hora. O, wonderſull! | 
| Hor, Good my Lord tell it. 
Ham. No, you will reueale it, | | 
Hora. Not I my Lord by heauen. : 1 
Mar. Nor I my Lord. OR, 
Ham. How lay you chen, would hart of man once thinkeir It, „ 
But you le be ſecret. N | „ 
Bot h. I by heauen. : 55 . | | 
Ham, There z neuer a villaine, | F, _— i 
Dwelling in all Denmarke | 
Bur hee's an arrant knaue. 
Hora. There needs no Ghoſt my Lord,come from the graue | 
o tell ys this. 153 
Ham. Why right, you are in the tight, 2 "4 | - 


r „ _ 
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And ſo without more circumſtance at all, 

I hold it fit that we ſhake hands and part, 

You, as your buſineſſe and deſire ſhall point you, 

For euery man hath buſineſſe and defire | | 

Such as it is, and for my owne poore part | 

I will goe pray. | 
Hora. The ſe are but wilde and whurling words my LA, 


Ham, I am ſorry they offend you * 
ves faith hartily. 


Hora, There's no offence my Lord 
Ham. Yes by Saint Patrick but there is Horatio, n 
And much offence to, touching this viſion heere, 4 | 
It is an honeſt Choſt, that let me tell you, | 
For your deſire to know what is betweene ve, . 
Ore· maiſter ta; you may, and now good friends, 
As you are friends 1 ſouldiers, 
Giue me one poote requeſt 
Hora, What i't my rd,we will, x 
Ham. Neuer make knowne what you haue ſcene to night; 
Both, My Lord we will not. r 
Ham, Nay but ſear't. | 
Hora. In faith my Lord not ]. 


| Mar, Nor | my Lord infaith. | 2 | ts” - Io - 
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| The Tragedyof Hamlet 
He. Vppon my ſword. 

Mar. Wee haue ſworne my Lord already. 
Haw. Indeed yppon my ſword, indeed, 


| 
FE: 
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Wich all my loue | doe commend me to vou 


Ghoſt eres vnder the Stage. 


Come on, you heare this fellow inthe Sellerige, 
Conſent to ſweare. 
Hora. Propoſe the oath my Lord. 
Ham. Neuer to ſpeake of this chat you haue ſeene, 
Sweare by my ſword, 
Ghoſt. Sweare, 
Ham bic, & vbique, then weele ſhift our ground: 


nach Sweare, | EY 
. Ha, ha, boy, ſay ſt thou fo, att thou there true pany ? 


, Come hether Gentlemen 
And lay your hands againe vpon my ſword, 


Sweare by my ſword _.. 11 5 
Neuer to ſpeake of this that you haue heard. 
Ghoſt, Sweare by his ſword. 
Ham. Well ſaid old Mole, canſt worke ith earth fo faſt, 
A worthy Pioner once more remooue good friends. 
Hors. O day and night, but this is wondrous ſtrange, 
Haw. And therefore as a ſtranger giue it welcome, 
There are more thinges in heauen and earth Horatio 
Then are dream t of in your Philoſophy : but come 
Heere as before, neuer ſo helpe you mercy, 
(How ſtrange or odde fo mere I beare my ſelfe, 
As Iperchance heeteafter ſhall thinke meet 


To put an Antike diſpoſition on 
| That you at ſuch times ſeeing mee, neuer ſhall 


Wich armes incombred thus, or this head ſhake, 
Or by 1 ſome doubtfull phraſe, 
As, well, well wee know, or wee could and if wee would, 


Or ifwee liſt co ſpeake, or there be and if they might, 


Dr ſuch ambiguous giuing out, to note) 


That you knowe ought of mee, this do ſweare, 


So grace and mercy at your moſt neede helpe you. 
Ghoſt. Sweare, Ty 


Haw. Reſt, reſt perturbed ſpirit: ſo Gentlemen, 


-— — — — — — 


—— — 


Prince of Denmarke. 
And what ſo poore a man as Hamlet is, 
May doe t expreſſe his loue and frending ® you 
God willing ſhall not lacke: let vs goe in together, 
And ſu l your fingers on your lips Ipray, 

Ihe time is out of ioynt. O curſed ſpightl 
That euer I was borne to ſer it right. 
Nay come, lets goe together. | Exenat, 


Enter old Poloniut, with hu mus or two. 


Po/. Giue him this mony,and theſe two notes Reywalds, 


Rey. I will my Lord. | | 

Pol. You ſhall doe maruelous wiſely good Reynalds, 
Before you viſite him, to make inquize, 
Of his behauiour. ; 

Key. My Lord, I did intend iit. 
Pol. Mary well ſaid, very well ſaid, looke you ſir, 
Enquire me fiiſt what Danskers are in Pais. 
And how, aod who, what meanes, and where they keepe, 

What company, at what expence, and finding, 

By this encompaſment and dritt oſ queſtion 

That they doe know my ſonne, come you more neeret 
Then yout perticuler demaunds will tuch it, 

Take you as t were ſome diſtant knowledge of him, 


As thus, l know his father, and his friends, 


And in part him, doe you marke this Reynaldo 
Rey, I. very well my Lord. "Ek 
Pol, And in part him, but you may ſay;mor well, 
But y ft be he I meaneghee' s very wilde, | 
Addicted ſo and ſo, and there put on him | 
What forgeries you pleaſe, marry none ſo ranck 
As may diſhonour him, take heed of that, 
But fir, ſuch wanton, wild, and vſuall ſlips, 
As are companions noted and moſt knowne 
To youth and libertie, 
Rey. As gaming my Lord, 
Pol. 1,or 3 
Quatrellii g, drabbing, you ma ofarre, _ 
Rey. My Loki 1 „ee 
Pol. Fay h as you may ſeaſon it in the charge. 
| | E 
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The Trægeadie of Hamlet 


You muſt not put another ſcandall on him, 

That he is open to incontinency, - 
That's not iny meaning, but breath his faults ſo quently 
That they may ſeeme the taints of liberty, 

The flaſh aud out-breake of a fier ins 

A ſauagenes in vnreclamed blood, ä 


Or generall aſſault. 


Rey. But my good Lord. | 

Pol. Wheretor ſhould you doe this? 

Rey, Imy Lord,I would know that. 

Po/. Marry ſir, heer's my drift, 

And I beleeue it is a fetch of wit, 

Vou laying theſe flight ſullies on my ſonne 
As t were a thing a little ſoyld with working, 


Marke you, your party in conuerſe, him you would ſound 5 
Hauing euer ſcene in the prenominat crimes. 


The youth you breath ol guilty, be aſſur d 


Hie clo es with you in this — ys 


Good ſir, (or ſo, Jor friend or Gentleman, 
According to the phraſe, or the addition 
Of man and country. 
Rey. Very good my Lord. 
Pe. And then fir doos a this, a doos. what vas I about to ſay? 
By the maſſe 1 was about to ſay ſomething, 


| Where did | leaue? 


Rey. At cloſes inthe conſequence, 
Pol. At cloſes in thè conſequence, j marry, 

He cloſes thus, I know the Gentleman 

I ſaw him yeſterday,orth'other.day, 

Or then, or then, with ſuch or ſuch, and as you ſay, 

There was a gaming there. or tooke in's rowſe, 

There falling out at Tennis, o- perchance 


I ſaw him enter ſuch or ſuch a houſe of ſale, 


Videl zet, a brothell, or ſo foorth, ſee you now, 
Your bait of falſhood:take this carpe of truth, 
And thus doe we of wiſdome, and of reach, 
With vvindleſſes: and with aſſa es of bias, 

By indireRs find directions out, 


So by my formes lecture and aduiſe | 


Shall 


—— — — — — 


— — — — 
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| Prinee ef Denmarke. 
Shall you my ſonne; you haue me, haue you not? 
| ms M Lord, ] my 5 
Pol. God buy yee, far yee well. 
Rey. Good my Lord, © 
Pol. Obſerue his inclination in your 
Rey. I ſhall my Lord, £474 
Pol. And let himply his muſique. 
Rey. Well my Lord. Exit Reg. 


— —— — - 


ſelſe. 


Pole. Farwell, How now Op elia, whats the matter?ꝰ 
Ophe. O my Lord, my Lord, I haue beene ſo afftighted, 
Polo. With what i th name of God? .. | | 
|  Ophe, My Lord,as | was ſowingin my cluſſet, 

Lord Hamlet wich his doublet all vubrac d, 

No hat vpon his head his ſtockins fouled, 
Vngartre d, and downe gyred to his aukle, 
Pale as his ſhirt, his knees knocking each other, 
And with a looke ſo pittious in purport 
As if he had beene looſed out oi he | 
Io ſpeake of horrors, he comes before me. 
Po/o, Mad for thy loue? 
Ophe My Lord I do not know, 
But truly 1 doe feare it. 

Polo, What ſaid he? | 

Ophe. He tooke me « . wriſt, and held me hard, 

Then goes he to the length of all his arme, 
And with his other hand thus ore his brow, 
He falls to ſuch petuſall of my face 
As a would draw it;long ſtayd he ſo, 
At laſt, a little ſhaking ot mine arme, 

And thrice his head thus wauing vp and downe, 
He raiſed a ſigh ſo pittious and profound, 
As it did ſeeme to — all his bulke, ; 3 
And end his being; that done, he lets me go, 5 
And with his head ouer his ſhoulders turn d | 
He ſeem'd to find his way without his eyes, 
For out a doores he went without their helps, 

And to the laſt bended their light on me. 


E. Petey 
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Pol. Come, goe with me, I will goe ſeeke the King, 
This is the very extacy of loue, 
Whoſe violent property forgoer it . 
And leads the will to deſſ _ A 
As oft as any paſſions ynder heauen 
That dooes aſflict our natures ; I am ſorty, 
What, haue you giuen him any hard words of late? 
| Ophe. No my good Lord, but as you did commaund 
I did repell his — and denied 
His acceſſe to me. 
pol. That hath made him mad. 
I am ſorry, that with better heede and iudgement 
J had not coted him, I feat d he did but trifle 
And meant to wracke thee, but beſhrow my Ielouſie: 
By heauen it is as proper to our age 
To eaſt beyond our ſelues in our opinions, 
As it is common {or the younger ſort | 
To lack diſcretion ; come, goe we to the Kin ng, 
This muſt be knowne, which beeing k ay Sb moue 
More griefe to hide, chen hate to vtter 
Come. Exeunt. 


Floriſh, Enter K "mg and — aud 
| Gayldenſfterne. 
King. Welcome deere Roſencrans and Guyldenſterne, 
Moreover, that we much did long to ſee you, 
The need we haue to vſe you ad prouolce 


Qaur haſty ſending, ſomething haue you heard 


Of Hamlets transformation. ſo call it, 

Sith nor th'exterior,nor the inward man 

R-ſembles that it was, what it ſhould be, 

More then his fathers death,thac thus hath put him, 
So much from the*vaderfianding of himſelſe 

I cannnot dreame of: | entreat you both, 

That beeing of ſo young daies brought vp with him, 
And fith fo neighbored to his youth and hau r, 
That you voutſafe your teſt heere l out Court 
Some little time, ſo by your companies 

To draw him on to pleaſures,and to gather 
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Prince of Denmar ke. 
So much as from occafion you may gleane, 
Whether oapht to vs ynkowne afflicts him thus, 
That opend lies within our remedy. 
Qzee. Good gentlemen, he hath much ralkt of you, 
And ſute I am, tuo men there are not living, 
To u home he more adheres, if it will pleaſe you 
To ſhe vs ſo much gentry and good will, 
As to extend your time with vs a while, 
For the iupply and prefit᷑ of our hope, 
Your viſitation ſnall receiue ſuch thankes 
As fits a Kings remembrance. 
Roſ. Both your Mai ſties a 
Might by the ſoueraigne power you haue of vs, 
Put your dread pleaſures moi e into commaund 
Then to intreaty. 
Guyl, But we both obey, : 
And here give vp our ſelues in the full bent, 
To lay our ſeruice freely at your feete 
Kung. Thankes Roſencraus, and gentle Cuyldenſterne, 
Qee. Thankes Giidenſterne, zud gentle Roſcencrars. 
And I beſeech you inſtantly to viſite 
My top much changed ſõnne: ꝑce ſome of you 
And bring theſe gentlemen where Hamlet is. 
 Gmyl. Heauens make our preſence and our practices 
pleafant and helpfull to him. „ 
Quee. I Amen, Exeunt Roſ.and Guyld. 
| | Enter Polonius. 
Pol. Th embaſſadors ſtom Norway my good Lord, 
Are joylully returnd. : 
Ling, Thou ſtill haſt beene the father of good newes. 
Pol. Haue] y Lord? I aſſure my good Liege 
I hold my duty as f hold my ſoule. 
Both to my God, and to my gracious King; 
Aud I doe thinke, or elſe this braine of mine 
Hunts not the trayle of policic ſo ſure 
As it hath vid to doe, that I haue found / 
The very cauſe of Hamlet: lunacy, 
King. O ſpeake of that, that do] long to heare 
IF V3 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Polo, Giue firſt admittance to th embaſſadors, 
My newes ſhall be the frute to that great feaſt, 

Ning. Thy ſelte doe grace to them, and bring them in. 
He tells me my decrec : Gertrud he hath found 
The head and ſource of all your ſonnes diſtemper. 

Que. I doubt it is no other but the maine, 
His fathers deatb, and our haſty marriage, - 


Enter Embaſſadors. 
King. Well, we ſhall ſift him, welcome my good friends, 
Say UVoltemand,what from our brother Norway? | 
| Pale, Moti faire returne of greetings and deſires; 
Vpon our firſt, he ſent out to ſuppreſſe 
His Nephews leuies, which to him appeard 
Io be a preparation ga inſt the Pollacke, 
But better lookt into, he truly found 
It was againſt your 2 gꝛeeu d 
That fo his ſickneſſe, ige, and impotence 
'Was falſely borne in hand, ſends out arreſts - 
On Fortenbraſſe, which he in breefe obeyes, 
Receiues rebuke from Norway, and in fine, 
Makes vo before his Vncle,neuer more 
To giue ih aſſay of Armes againft your Maieſtyz -/ 
Whereon old Norway ouercome with ioy, ET 
Giues him threeſcore thouſand crownes in anuall fee, 
And his commiſſion to imploy thoſe ſouldiers, 
So leuied(as before) againſt the Pollacke, 
Wih an entreaty herein further ſhone, 
That it might pleaſe you to giue quiet pafſe 
Through your dominions for this enterpriſe 
On ſuch regards of ſafety and allowance 
As therein are ſet downe. 7 
King. It likes vs well, 
And at our more conſidered time, wee' le read, 
Anſwer, and thinke vpon this bufines: - 
Mleane time, we thanke you for your well tooke labour, 
Goe to your reſt, at night weele feaft rogether, 
Moſt welcome hame, Exennt Embaſſaders, 
Ps. This buſines is well ended, = 
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prince of Deamarke. | e 
My Liege and Maddam, to enpeſtulate | [340 
pee could be be, — duety is, Wy | 
Why day is day, nighe night, andtime is time, 
Were nothing . to waſt night, day, and. time, 
Therefore breuity is the ſoule of wit, 
And tediouſnes the limmes and outward floriſhes: . 
I will be breefe your noble ſonne is mad: T 
Mad call Iit, for to deſine true madnes, 9 
What iſt but to be notbing elſe but mac? 
But let that goe. 
Quee. More matter with leſſe art. 
Pol. Maddam, I ſweare I vſe no att at all, 
That hee's mad tis true, tis true, tis pitty, 
And pitty tis, tis true, a fooliſh figure, 
But farewell it, for 1 will vſe no art, | 
Mad let vs grant him then, and now remaines 25 55 
2 That wee [ae out the cauſe of this effect, | 
Or rather ſay the cauſe of this defect | 
For this effe defectiue comes by cauſe : „„ 
Thus it remaines and the remainder thus „ 
Perpend, 
Ihaue a daughter, haue while ſhe is mine, | | 
Who in her duety and obedience, marke, 
Hath giuen methis, now gather and ſurmiſe, 
To the Celeitiall and — ſovles Idol, the moſt buau- 
tified Ophelia, rhat's an ll phraſe, 4 vile ages 
beautiſied is a vile phraſe, but you ſhall heave : t 
in her excellent white beſome, theſe & c. | 
e. Came this from H=m/et to her? 120 | 
Po/. Good Maddain ſtay awhile, l will be faithful], [4 
Doubt thou the ſlar res are fire, Letter. 1 * 
Doubt that the Sunne dot h moone, | wo: 
Donbr trath to be ater, 
But neuer doubt I loxe. | 
O deere Ophelia, I am ill at theſe numbers, I haue not art to re- 
ken my groanes , but that I loue thee beſt, Oh moſt beſt be- 
lecue nt! adew. Thine euetmore moſt deare Lady, whilſt this 
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machine is * im. RY 
Pol. This in obedience hath my daughter wame, (Hawlets | 
And more about hath his ſolicitings . Be + 


| 
| 
— — — —— —— M— —— — | — — — As * 4 | 
» ; | | 


7 * — . 
* _ 5 * g » 2 — ww 1 oo * — —— ä — ——— 
a — 


0 


The Tragedy of Hamlet 


As they fell out by time, by meanes, and place, 
All guen to mine eare. 

King. But how hath ſhe receiu d his loue ? 

Pol. What doe you thinke of me?? 

King. As of a man faichfull and honorable. 

Pol. I would faine proue fo, but x hat might you thinke 
When lhad ſeene this hot loue on the wing? ä 
As Iperceiu'd it (I muſt tell you that) EP 
Before my Daughter told me, what might you, | 

Or my deare Maieſty your Queene heere thinke, 

If Thad plaid the Deske, or Table booke, 
Or giuen my heart a working mute and dumbe, 
Or lookt vppon this loue with idle ſight, 
* 4 you thinke ? no, I went round to worke, 
my yong Miſiriſſe this 1 did beſ peake, 
let is a Prince out of thy ſtarre, 

This muſt not bee: and then 1 preſcriprs gaue her 
That ſhe ſhould locke her ſelfe from ts reſort, 
Admit no meſſengers, receiue no tokens. 
Which done ſhe tooke the fruites of my aduiſe, 


And hee repel d. a ſhori tale to make, 


Fell imo a iadnes, then into a faſt, 
| Thence to a watch, thence into a weakeneſle, 
Thence to ligheaes, and by this declenſioa, 
Into the madnes wherein now hee raues, | 
And all wee mourne lor. 1” 
Tung Doe you thinke this? "= 
wee. It rel bee very like. 
Pol. Hath there beene ſuch a time, would faine know — 
x] Thatl haue poſitiuel y ſaid, tis ſo; | 
1 it proud otherwiſe? 8 
Not that I know. 
. Take thẽs, from this, if this be otherwiſe; 


If circumſtances leade mee, I will fiud 
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Where truth is hid, though! it were hid indeede 
Wirhin the Center. 
Ki g. How may wee ery it forther ? 


Pol. You know ſometimes hee walkes foure houres rogether 
Heere in the i. 


1 1 Quee. 
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Prince of Denmarke. 


Quee. Soe he does indeede, = * 
Pol. At ſuch a timez ile looſe my daughter to him, 
Be you and I behind an Arras then, | 
Make the encounter, i he loue her not, 
And bee not trom his reaſon falne thereon 
Let me be no affiſtanc for a ſtate 
But keepe a farme and carters. 
King, Wee willeryc it. | 
Enter Hamlet. 
Qtee. But looke where ſadly the poore wretch comes reading 


Pol. Away, I doe beſeech you both away, Et Kung and Quee, | | 


Ne bord him preſently oh giut me leaue, 
How does my good — Hamlet? 

Ham. Well, God a mercy, 

Pol. Doe you know me my Lord? i 

Ham. Excellent well, you ate a Fiſhmonger, 

Pol Not I my Lord. 

Haw. Then l won d you were ſo honeſt a man. 

Pei. Honeſt my Lord. = 

Ham, | ſir to be honeſt as this world goes, 
Is to be one man pickt out of tenue thouſand, 

Pol. That's very true my Lord. 8 „ 

Ham. For if the ſunne breed maggots in a dead dogge, being 
a good kiſſing carrion. Haue yeu a daughter? 

Po. I haue my Lord. Fi 

Ham. Let her not walke i'th Sunne, conception is a bleſing, 


But as your daughter may conceaue friend looke tot. | 
Pol. How ſay you by that, ftill harping on my daughter, yet he 


knew me not at firſt, a ſayd | was a Fiſhmonger, a is tarre go ic, 
and truely in my youth, I ſuffred much ext: emity for loue, very 


neere this. Ile ſpeake to him againe. What doe you read my 


Lord. 
Ham. Words, words, words. 
Pol. What is the matter my Lord, 
Ham. Betweene who. 
Pol, Imeane the matter that you read my Lord, 


Ham. Slanders fir;for the ſatericall rogue ſaies lere, that old | 


men haue gray beards, that their faces are wrinckled,. their eyes 
purging thick Amber, & plumaree gum, & that they haue a plen- 
o R | 
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: Tube Tragedy of Hamlet 
elſull lacke of wit, _—_— with mot weake hams, all which fir 
though I moſt powerfully and potently belieue, yet I hold it not 
honeſty to haue it thus ſet downe, for your ſelfe fir ſhall grow old 
as Iam; if like a Crab you could goe backed. „ 

Pol. Though this be madneſſe, yet there is method in t, wil you 
walke our of the ayre my Lord 

Ham. Into my graue. 

Polo. Indeede that's ont of the ayre; how pregnant ſometimes 
his replies are, a happines that often madnes hits on, which reaſon 
and ſanctity could not ſo proſperouſly be dliuered of. I will leaue 
him and my daughter. My Lord, wi'l cake my leaue of you. 

Hm. Vou cannot take trom me any thing that | will not more 
williagly part withall : except my life, except my life, except wy 
life. Enter Guilderſterne,and Roeſoncraus. 

Polo, Fare you well my Lord. 

Ham. Theſe tedious old fooles, 

Polo, You goe to ſeeke the Lord Hamlet, there he is, 

Roſ. God ſaue you ſir. 

Gl. My honor d Lord. 

Roſ. My moſt deere Lord. 

Ham. My exelent good friends,how doſt thou Geilderfterne? 
A Roſencrans,good lads how doe you both? 

Roſ. As the indifferent children of the earth. 

Guyl. Happy, in that we ar@mot euer happy on Fortunes lap, 
We are not the very button. 

Ham. Nor the ſoles of her ſhooe, 

Roſ, Neither my Lord. 

Ha. Then you live about her waſt,or in the middle of her fa- 

Guyl, Faith her priuates we. | =  : We 

Ha. In the ſecret parts of fortune, oh moſt true,ſhe is a ſtrumpet 

What newes? LE” 

' Roſ. None my Lord, but the worlds growne honeſt. 
Ha. Then is Doomes day neere, but your newes is not true; 
But in the beaten way of friendſhip, what make you at Elſonowre? 

Roſ. To vifit you my Lord, no other occaſion. _ 

Ham. Begger chat l am, I am euer poore in thankes, but I thank 
you, and ſure deare friends, my thankes are too deare a halſpeny: 
| Were you not ſent for?is it your owne inclining is it a free viſita- 
tionꝰ come, come, deale iuilly with me, come, come, nay ſpeake. 


Cg. What ſhould we ſay my Lord? 
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Printe of Denmarks. | ll | 
Ham. Any thing but to thpurpoſe;you were ſent for, and there is 
a bind of confeſſion in your lookes, which your modeſtyes haue not 
craft enough to cullour, I know the good King and Queene haue 
ſent for you. 6 | N 118 
Re. To what end my Lord? | 
Hl. That you muſt teach me: but let me coniure you, by the 
rights of our fellowſhippe , by the conſonancy of our youth, by the 
igation of our euer preſerued loue; and by what mgre deare a 
better propoſer can charge you withall, bee euen and direct with 
mee whether you were ſent for or no- | 
Roſ. What ſay you? | EP 
| Ham Nay then I haue an eye of you, if you loue me hold not off · 
Guyl. My Lo. d wee weteſent for. | 
Ham. I will cell you why ſo ſhallfmy anticipation preuent your | 
diſcouery, and your ſecrecie to the King and Queen moult no fea- 
ther, l haue ot late, Hut w ierefare Tka2w nor, Lot all my math, 
forgonall cuſtome of exerciſes, and indeede it goes ſoe heauily with 
my diſpoſition, that this goodly fta ue the eatth, ſeemes to mee 2 
ſterill promontorie, this moſt excellent Canopie the ayre , looke 
you, this braue ore-hanged firmament, this maieſticall rooſe fret 
ted with golden fire, why it appearth nothing to mee but a foule 
and peſtilent congregation of yapours. What pcece of worke is a 
man, how noble in reaſon, how infinit in faculties, in forme and 
moouing, how expreſſe and admitable in action, how like an An. 
gell in apprehenfion, how like a God: tlie beauty of the world; the 
parragon of Annimales,and yet to mee, what is this Quinteſſence of 
duſt ? man delights not mee nor woman neither, though by your _ 
ſmiling you ſeeme to ſay fo, 7 111 
Roſ. My Lord there was no ſuch ſtuffe in my thoughts. 
Haw, Why did yee laugh then, when I ſaid mam delights not me. 
Ro/ſ. To thinke my Lord if you delight not in man, what Lenton | 
entemaiuement the players hal receiue from you, weecoted them 
on the way, and hether are the coming to offer you ſeruice, 
Hem, He that playes the King ſſſal be welcome, his Maieſty ſhal 
haue tribute on mee, the aduenteroùs Knight ſha! vſe his foyle and 
target, the louer ſhal not ſing gratis, the humorous man ſhal end his 
part in peace and the Lady 5 lay, her mind freely: ot the blanke 
verſe ſhal hault for᷑ t. What players are they? | 
| Ref. Euen thoſe you were wont to take ſuch delight in, the Trage- 
dians of th Citt . ; On 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 


Ham. How chances it the trauaile ? their reſidence both in repu- 


tation and profit was better both wayes. | 

Rof. I thinke their inhibition, comes by the meanes of the 
late innovation, | | El, 

Ham. Do the hold the ſame eſtimation they did when I was 
in the City? are they ſo followed? a 

Roſ. Noindeede are they not. 


Ham. It is not very ſtrange, for my Vncle is King of Denmarke 


&. thoſe that would make mouths at him while my father lived, 


giue twenty, forty, fifty, a hundred duckets a peece, for his Pic- 
ture in little: » bloud there is ſomething in this more then na- 
eurall, if Philoſophy could find it out. A Flori ſb. 

Gayl. There are the players | 


Ham. Gentlemen you ate welcome to Elſonowre, your hands, 


come then th'apportenance of welcome is faſhion and ceremo- 


nie; let mee comply with you in this garb : let my extent to the 


players, which I tell you muſt ſhowe fayrely outwards, ſhould 
more appeare like entercainement then yours? you are welcome: 
but my Vacle-father, and Aunt-mother, are deceaued. 

Guyl, In what my deate Lord. 


F Ham. Iam but mad North North weſt ; when the wind is Sou- 


therly, I know a Hauke, from a hand-ſaw. | 


Enter Polonixs. 

Pol. Well be with you Gentlemen. bf 
Haw. Hark you Guyldenſterne, & you to, are each eare a hearer 
that great baby as you ſee is not yet out of his ſwadling couts, 

Rof. Happily he is the ſecond time come to them, for they ſay 


nn old min is twice a child. | 


Haw, I will prophecy that he comes to tell me of the players; 


marke1t, you ſay right fir a Monday morning t was then indeed. 


Pol. My Lord I haue newes to tell you. 
"Haw, My Lord ] haue newes to tell you: when Reſſius was 


un Aor in Rome. 


Pol. The Actors are come hether my Lord. 


Haw. Buz, buz, . 


Pol, Vppon my honor. 5 
Haw. Then came each Actor on his Aſſe. 


pol. The beſt aRors in the world, either for Tragedy, Comedy, 


Hiſtory,Paſtorall,Paftorall-Comicali, HiGoricai-Pattorall,ſecme 
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Indeuidable, or Poem vnlimited. Seneca cannot bee too heauy, 
nor Plaus: too light for the lawe of u rit, and the liberty: theſe. 
are the onely men. | SO 
Ham. O /eptha ludge of Iſraell, what a treaſure hadſt thou? | 
Pol. What a treaſure had he my Lord? 155 
Ham. Why one faire daughter and no more, the which hee lo- 
ued paſſing well. | EET: 
Pol. Still on my daughter, 
Ham. Am I not ith right old /eptha ? 
Pol. What followes then my Lord? 
Ham. Why as by lot God wot, and then you know it came to 
py c, as moſt like it was; the firſt rowe of the pious chanſon will 
ow you more, for looke where my abridgment comes. 
Enter the Players. > 
Ham. You are welcome maiſters, welcome all, L am glad to fee 
thee well, welcome good friends, oh old friend, why . face is 
yalanc'd ſince I ſaw Son laſt, com ſt thou to beard me inDemark? 
what my young lady and Miſtris, by lady your ladiſtüppe is 
nerer to heauen, then when 1 ſaw you laſt by the altitude of a 
chopine, pray God your voyce like a peece of vncurrant gold, 
bee nos crackt within the ring: maiſters you are all welcome, 
weele ento t like friendly Faukners, flie at any thing wee ſee, _- 
weele haue a ſpeech ſtraite, come giue vs a taſte of your quality, 
come a paſſionate ſpeech. WE, 
Player. What ſpeech my good lord? | 
Ham. heard thee ſpeake me a ſpeech once, but it was neuer ac- 
ted, or if it was, not aboue once, for the play I remember pleaſd 
not the million, t was cauiary to the general, but it was as Irecei- 
ued it & others, whoſe iudgments in ſuch matters cried in the top 
of mine, an excellent play, well digeſted in the ſcenes, ſet dowẽne 
with as much modeſty a; cunning. 1 remember one ſayd there 
were no ſallets in the lines, to make the matier ſauory ,nor no 
matter in the phraſe that might indite the author of affection, 
but cald it an honeſt method, as wholeſome as ſweet, & by ve 
much, more handſome then fine: one ſpeech in't / chiefly Dol. . 
t'was Æneas talke to Dido, & there about of it eſpec ally when 
he ſpeakes of Priams ſlauꝑhter, if it liue in your memory begin at 
this line, let me ſee, let me ſee, the rugged Pyrbus like Th ircanian 
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1 The Tragedieof Hamlet 
| Beaſt,, tis not it begins with Pyrrhus. Tue rugped Pix rluu, bee 
whoſe ſable armes, _— i 
Blacke as his purpoſe did the night reſemble, 
When hee lay couched in th ominous horſe, 
Hath now this dread and black complection ſineard, 
With heraldy more diſmall head to foote, 
; Now is hee totall Gules, horridly ttickt 
With blood of fatkers, mothers, daughters, ſonnes, 
Bakꝰ d and embaſted with the parching ſtreetes 
Than lend a tirranous and a damned light 
3 To their Lords murther, roſted in wrath and fire, 
And thus ore- ciſed with coagulate gore, 
With eyes like Car bunckles, the helliſh Pyrrhas . 
Old grandſire Priam ſeekes; ſo proceed you. N 
Pol. Foregod my Lord well ſpoken, with good accent and 
Play. Anon he finds him (good diſcretion, 
Striking too ſhort at Greckes, his anticke ſword 
Rebellious to his arme, lies where it fals, 
Repugnant to command; vnequall mat cht, 
Pirrbhus at Priam drives, in rage ſtrikes wide, 
But with the whiffe and wind of his fell ſword, =; 
Th'vnnerued father falls - | 
Secming to fecle this blow, with flaming top 
© Stoopes to his baſe ; and with a hiddious craſh + 
Takes priſoner Pirrhws care, for lo his ſword 
Which was declining onthe milkie head 
Of reuerent Priam, ſeem d i'th avre to ſtick, 
So as a painted tirant Pirrhns Rood 
Like a newtrall to his will and matter, 
Did nothing : 
But as wee often ſee againſt ſome ſtorme, 
Aſilence inthe heaticns, the racke ſtand ſtill, 
The bould winds ſpeechleſſc, and the orbe belowe 
As huſh as death, anone the dread full thunder 
Doth rend the region, ſo after pirrh»s pauſe, 
A rowſed vengeance ſers him new a worke, 
And neuer did he Cyclops hammers fall, 
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On Marſes Armor forg d for proofe eterne, 
With leſſe remorſe then Pirrhas bleeding ſword 


Now falls on Priam. 
. — —  . 
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Prince of Deumarle. 


Out, out, thou ſtrumpet Fortune!all you gods, 

In general! ſinod take away her power, 

HBreake all the ſpokes and folles ſrom her wheele, 
And boule the round naue downe the hill of heauen 

As lowe af to the fiends. 

Polo. This is too long. 

Ha. it ſhal to the barbers with your beard;prethee ſay on 5 
for a fig, or a tale of ba dry, or he ſleepes, ſay on, come to . 
Play. But who, a woe had ſeene the —— Queene, To, 

Ham, Themobled Queene. 

Polo, That's good. 

Play.Runne barefoote vp and . the fumes 
With Beſen rhume, a clout vpon that head —— 
Where late the Diadem ſtood, and fox a robe, 
About her lapck and all ore-teamed loynes, E2 
A blancket in the alarme of fcare caught vp. 

Who this had ſeene, with tongue in venom ſteept, 

Gainſt fortunes ſtate would treaſon haue pronounc d; 
But if the gods themſelues did ſee her then, e 
When ſhe ſaw Pirhus make malicious ſport „ 
In mincing with his ſword her hus bands limmes, 

The inſtant burſt of clamor that ſhe made, 

Vnleſſe thing; mortall mooue them not at all, 

Would haue made milch the burning eyes of hcauen | 

And paſſion in the gods, 

Pol.Looke where he has not turned his collour,and has reares 
ia's eyes prethee no more, 

Ham. Tis well. Ile haue thee ſpeake out the reſt of this "VO i 
good my Lord will you lee the 13 well beſtowed ; doe you 

e et them be well vſed, for they are the abſttact and breeſe 
Chronicles of the time; after your death you were bettet haue 2 
bad Epitaph then their il report while youliue, P 

Pol, My Lord, I will vſe them according to their deſert, 

Ham, Gods bodkin man, much bettet, vie euery man aſtet his 
deſert, and who ſhall ſcape whipping, vie them after your owne 
honour and dignity , the eſſe they deſerue the more merrit | be: 
in your bounty. Take them in. | 

Pol. Come ſirs. * 

Ha. Follow him friends, eele here a play to morom;deſtr} thou 
here 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 
| _ heareme old ſtiend, can you play the murther of Coꝝ g o? 
Play, I my Lord. 
Ham, Weele hau't to morrow night, you could for need ſtud 
| a ſpeech of ſome doſen lines, or ſixteene lines, which I would ſet 
dove and inſeft in't:could you not? , 
r 
Ham. Very well, ſollow that Lord, and looke you mocke him 
not. My good friends, Ile leaue you till night, you are welcome 
to Elſogoure. Exeunt Pol. and Players, 
. Rof. Good my Lord. Exit, 
Ham, I ſo, God buy to you, now I am alone, 
O vhat a rogue and peſant ſlaue an I! 

| Ie it not monſtrous that this player heere 

But in a fixion, in a dreame ot pafſion 

Could force his ſoule ſo to his owne conceit 

Th at from her working all the viſage wand, 

Teares in his eyes, diſtraction in his aſpect, 
A broken voyce, and his wnole function ſutin 


Witch formes to his conceit;and all for nothisg, 
For Hecuba. 


What's Hecuba to him. or he to her, 
That he ſhould weepe for herꝰ what would he doe 
Had he the motiue, and that for paſſion 
That I haue? he would drowne the ſtage with teares, 
And cle aue the generall care with horrid ſpeech, 
Make mad the guilty, and appeale the free, 
| Con found the ix notant, and amaze indeed, 
The very faculties of cyes and eareszyet 1, 
A dull and muddy mettled raskall peake, 
Like Johnra- dreames, vnpregnant of my cauſe, 
And can ſay nothing: no not for a King, 
Vpon whoſe property and moſt deare life, 
A damn'd defeate was made: am I a coward, 
Who calls me villaine,breakes my pate a croſſe, 
Pluckes off my beard, and blowes it in my face, 
Ty ekes me by the noſe, giues me the lie 1 th throate 
A deepe as to the lunges- who does me this, 
Hah!s'wounds l ſhould take itt for it cannot be 
| But I am pidgion liuerd, and lacke gall 
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Prince of Denmarke. 


To make oppreſſion bitter, or ere this 

I ſhould haue faited all the region kytes 

With this ſlaues offall, bloody, baudy villaine, | 

Remorſeleſſe, treacherous, letcherous, kindleſſe vlllaine. 

Why what an Aſſe am I ? this is moſt braue, 

That I the ſonne of a deere father murthered, 

Prompted to my reuenge by heauen and hell, 

Mult like a whore ynpack my heart with words, . 

And fall a cudſing like a very drabbe ; a ſtallion, fie vppont, foh. 

About my braines , hum, I haue heard, : 55 
That ths creatures fitting at a play, 

Haueby the very cunning of the ſcene, 

Beene ſtrooke ſo to the ſoule, that preſently 

They haue proclaim'd their malefactions: 

For murther chough it haue no tongue will ſpeake 4 

With moſt miraculous organ. Ile liaue theſe Players | 

Play ſomthing like the murther of my father 

Before mine Vncle, Ile obſerue his lookes, 

Ile tent him to the quicke, if a doblench _ 

1 know my courſe. The ſpirit that I haue ſeene 

May be a diuell, and the diuell hath power 

Taſſume a pleaſmg mp yl and perhaps, 

Out of my weakeuefle and my melancholly, 

As hee is very potent with ſuch ſpirits, 

Abuſes mee to damne mee; Ile haue grounds 

More relatiue then this, the play sche thing 4 

Wherein lle catch the conſcience of the King. Exit, 


Enter King, Queene, Polonins, Ophelia, Roſencraus, Gl. 
denſterne, Lords | 

King, And can you by no drift of conference 
Get from him why hee puts on this confuſion, : 
Grating ſo hatſhly all his dayes of quiet 
With turbulent and dang: rous lunacie ? 

Ref” He dooes confeſſe he fecles himſelſe diſtracted, 
But from what cauſe a will by nc meanes ſpeake. 
Sul. Nor do wee find hun forward to be founded, | 
But with acrafty madnes keepes aloofe Fr 
When we would bring him on to ſome confeſſion Fa. 
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And for my part Ophelia, I doe wiſh 


| he Tragedy of Hamlet 
Of his true ſtate. 145TH 
Quee, Did he receiue you well? 
Roſ. Molt like a gentleman. e 
Guyl. But wich much forcing of his diſpoſition. 
Roſ. Niggard of queſtion, but of our demands 
Moſt free in his reply. | 
| Quee, Did you aſſay him to any paſtime” | 
Roſ. Maddam, it to fell out that certaine Players 
We ore taught on the way, of theſe we told him, 
And there did ſeeme in him a kind of i 
To heare of it : they are heere about the Court, 
And as Ichinke, they haue already order 
This night to play before him. 
Pol. Tis moſt true, | | 
And he beſcecht me to intteat your Maieſties 


Io heare and ſee the matter. 


King. With all my heart, 
And it doth much content me 


To heare him ſo inclin'd. WT 

Good gentlemen git him a futher edge 
And driue his purpoſe into thefe delights, 

Rof. We ſhall my Lord, Exeum Reſ.& Gayl, 


King, Sweet Gertrard,leaue vs two, 
For we haue cloſely ſent for Hamlet hether, 


That he as t were by accedent, may heere 
Affront Ophelia; her father and my ſelfe, 
Wee le fo beſtow out ſelues, that ſeeing vnſeene, 
We may of their encounter franckely iudge, 
And gather by him as he is behau'd, | 
It be th aſ fliction of his loue or no 
That thus he ſuffers for. 


ce, | ſhall obey you. 

That your good beauties be the happy cauſe | 
Of Hamlets wildnes, ſo ſhall I hope your vertues 
Will bring him to his wonted way againe, 


To both your honours, 


Ophe. Maddam, I wiſh it may. 


Pol. Ophelia walke you heere:gracious fo pleaſe you, 
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Printe of Denmarks. 
We will beſtow our ſelues;reade on this booke, 
That ſhow of ſuch an exeteiſe may collour 
Your lowlineſſe; we are oft tooblame in this, 
Tis too much proou'd,that with deuotions viſage 
And pious action, we doe ſugar ore 
The Diuell himſclfe. | 

King, O tis too true, 


The hatlots checke beautied with plaſtring art, 
Is not more ougly to the thing that helps it, 
Then is my deede to mx moſt painted word: 

O heauy burthen: 


Enter Hamlet, 
Pol. I heare him comming, wirh- draw my Lord. 
Haw. Jo be, or not to be, that is the queſtion, 
Whether tis nobler ia the minde to ſuffer 
The ſlings and arrowes of outragious fortune, 
Orto ns Armes againſt a ſea of troubles, i 
And by oppoſing end them: To die to ſleepe 
No more: and by a ſleepe, ta ſay we end 
The hart- ake, and the thouſand naturall ſhocks 
That fleſh is heire to; tis a conſumat ion 
Deuoutly to be wiſht to die to ſle 
To ſleepe, perchance to dreame, l there's the rub, 
For in that ſleepe of death what dreames may come? 
When we haue ſhuffled off this mortall coyle 
Muſt giue vs pauſe,there's the reſpeR 
That makes calamity of ſo long life: 
For who would beare the whips and ſcornes of time, 
 Th'oppreflors wrong,the proude mans contumely, 
The pengs ofoffice, and the lawes delay, 
The inſolence of office, and the fu. nes 
That patient merrit of th vnwotthy takes, 
M hen himſelfe might his ꝓuietas make 


To grunt and ſwent vnder a weary life? 

But that the dread of ſomething after death, 

The vndiſcouer d country,from whoſe borne 
- 3 
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How ſmart a laſh that ſpeech doth giue my conſcience? 


With a bare bodkin;who would fardels beare, ; 4 
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The Tvagedy of Hamlet 


No trauailer rexurnes,purzels the will, 

And makes vs 1ather beare thoſe ills we haue, 
Then flic to others that wee-know not of, 
Thus conſcience dooes make:cowards, ' 
And thus the natiue hie v ot reſolution 

Is ſickled ore with the pale caſt of thought. 
And encerpriſes of great pitch and moment, 
Wich this regard their currents turne awry, 
And looſe the name of action. Soſt you now, 
The faire Ophelia Nimph in thy orizons 


Be all my ſinnes remembred. 


Ohe. Good my Lord, 

How dooes your —— for this many a day: ? 

Ham. I humbly thanke you;well, 

Ophe, My Lord, Thauc remembrances of yours 
That [ haue longed long to re-deliuer, 

I pray you now recciue them. | 

Ham. No, not I, Ineuer gaue you ought. 

Ophe. My honor d Lord, you know right well you did, 
And witch them words of fo . compoſd 
As made theſe things more rich: their perfume loſt, 
Take theſe 1 to the noble mind 


Rich gifts wax poore when giuers prooue yakind, ; 
There my Lord, 


Ham. kla, haare you honeſt. 
b. My Lord. 


Are you faire? 
1 What meanes your Lord hip? Pp: 
That if you be honeſt and faire,you ſhould admmir 
no diſcourſe to your beauty. 
Oph, Could 2 my Lord haue better comeres 
Then with hon 
Ham. I cruely, orthe power of beauty will FIR tranſforme ho- 


neſty from what it is to a baude, then the force of honefty can tranſ- 


late beauty i into his likeneſſe, this was ſometime a paradox, but now 
the 2 it proofe, I did loue you onde. 


2 Indeed my Lord you made me beleeue ſo. 
n. You ſhould uot haue heleeu d me, for vertue cannot ſo 
euacuat our old ſtock, but we (hall reliſh of itt I loyed you n6r. 


Ophe, 


cn. et re 
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Prince of Denmarke. 
Ophe, I was the more deceiued. | BE 
Ham. Get thee a Nunry : why would ſt thou be a bre eder of ſin- 
ners? 1am my ſelſe indifferent honeſt, but yet I could accuſe mee of 
: ſuch things, tł at it were better my Mother had not borne mee: l m. 
very proude, reuengefull, ambitious, with mote offences at my becke, 
then | haue thoughts to put them in, imaginatiõ to giue them abe 


or time to act them in: what ſhould ſuch tellowes as I do crauling be- 
tweere earth and heauen: we are arrant knaues , beleeue none of ys, 
go thy waies to a _— Wher's your father? 
Ophe, At home my Lord. 
Ham, Let the doers be ſhut vpon him, TEA 
That he may play the foole no where but in's one houſe, —| | 
Farewell, . FEY 
. Ophe. Ohelpe him you ſweet heauens. T5 
Ham. If thou dooſt marry , Ile giue thee this plage for thy dow- - 
tie, be thou as chaſt as yce,as pure as ſnow, thou ſhalt not eſcape ca- 
lumny get thee to a Nunty, farewell. Or if thou wilt needs marry, 
marry a foole , for wiſe men know well enough what monſters you 
make of them: to a Nunry goe,and quickly to, farwell. 
— Heauenly powers reſtore him. 
haue my of your paintings well enough, God hath gi. 
ven youone face, and you make your ſeifes another, you gig and am- 
ble, and you liſt you nickname Gods creaturs , and make your wan. 
tonnes ignorance; goeto, Ile no more on't, it hath made me madde, 
I ſay we will haue no mo marriage, thoſe that are matried already, all 
but one ſhal liue, the reſt ſhall keep as they »re:ro a Nunry go, Exu, 
| 1 Ophe. O what a noble mind is heere othrowne! TIS 
The courtiers, ſouldiers, ſchollers, eye, tongue, ſwotd, 
Th expectation, and Role of the faire ſtate, 
| The glaſſe of faſhion, and the mould of forme, 
I : Thobſeru'd of all obſeruers, quite, quite downe, 
And Iof Ladies moſt deieQ and wretched, 
That ſuckt the huny of his mufickt vowes; 
Now ſee what noble and moſt ſoueraigne reaſon 
Like ſweet bells iangled out of time, and harſh, 
That vnmatcht forme, and ſtature of blow ne youth 
N Blaſted with extacy. O wo is e 
Thaue ſcene hat I haue ſeene, ſee what I ſee; 


Exit. 
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The Tragedyef Hamlet 
Exter King and Polonius. 
Ang. Louethis affections doe not that way tend, 
Nor what he ſpake, chough it lackt forme a little, 
\Vas not like madnes; theres ſomething in his ſoule 


te which his melancholy ſits on brood, 


And I doe doubt, the hatch and the diſcloſe 
Will be ſome danger which for to preuent, 
] haue in quick determination 5 
Thus let do ene: he ſhall with ſpeed to England, 
For th: demaund of eur neglected tribute, 
Haply the ſeas, and countries different, 
Wich variable obiects, ſhall expell 
This iomething ſetled marver in his hart, 
Whereon his braines ſtill beatin ; 
Puts bim thus from ſa hion ot himſelſe. 
What tinke you ou'c? = 

Pol, It ſhall doe well. 


But yet doe I beleeue the otigen and comencement of it 
Sprung from neglected loue : how now Ophelia? 
You ncede not cell vs what Lord Hamlet ſaid, 
We heard it all: my Lotd, doe as you pleaſe, 
But if you hold it. fit, after the play. 
Let his Q1eene-mother all alone intreate him 
To ſhow his griefe, let her be round with him, 
And lle be plac d( ſo pleaſe you )in the eare 
Of all their conference :iſ ſhe find him not, 
To England ſend him: or confine him where 
Yolir wiſedome beſt ſhall thinke. 
King, It ſhall be ſo, 
Madnes in great ones muſt not vnmatche goe. E xennt. 


* 


Enter Hamlet, and three of the Players. 


| Hew. Speake the ſpeech I pray you as I pronoun d it to you, trip- 


pingly on the tongue, but if you mouth it as many of our Players do, 
I had as live the tone cryer ſpoke my lines, nor doe not ſaw the aire. 
too much with your hand thus, but vſe all gentſy, for in the very tor- 


tent tempeſt, and as I may ſay, whirlwind of your paſſion, you mult 


acquire and beget a temperance, that may g ue it ſmoothneſſe, O it 
offends me to the ſoule, co heare a robult,ous perwig-patd fellowe 
| tete 


i iii 


Prince of Denmarle. | 
tere a paſſion to totters, to very rags,to ſpleet the eares ofthe ground 
lings, who for the moſt part are capable of nothing but inexplicable 
dumbe ſhewes, and noyſe: l would haue ſuch a fellow whipt for ore · 
dooing Tetmagant, it out Herods Herod, pray you auoyde it. 

Play, I warrant your honour, | 
Ham, Be not too tame neither, but let your own ediſcretion bee 
your tutor, ſute the action to the word,the word to the action, with 
this ſpeciall obſeruance, that you ore · ſteppe not the modeſty of na- 
ture : For any thing ſo ore-doone, is from the purpoſe of playing, 
whoſe end both at the firſt, and nom . was and is, to hold as twere | 
the Mitrour vp to nature, to ſhew vertue her feature;{corne her own 
Image, and the very age and body of the time his forme and preſſures 
Now this ouer- done, or come trady off, ihough it makes the ynskil- 
full laugh, cannot but make the judicious 1 , the cenſure of 
which one, muſt in your allowance ore-weigh a whole Theater of o- 
thers. O there bee Players that I haue ſeene play, and heard orhers 
prayſd,and that highly, not to ſpeake it prophanely, that neither ha- 
uing th accent of Chriſtians, nor the gate of Chriſtian, Pagan, nor 
mau, haue ſo flrutted and bellowed, chat I haue thought ſome of Na- 
tures Ionrnemen had made men, and not made them well, they imita- 
ted humanity ſo abominably. | — 
Play. I hope we haue reſorm d that indifferently with vs. | 
Ha. O reforme it altogether, and let thoſe that play your clownes 
ſpeake no more then is ſer downe for them, for theze be of them that 
will themſelues laugh, to ſet on ſome quantity of barraine ſpectators - 
to laugh to, though in the meane time, ſome nece ſſary queſtion of 
the play be then to be conſidered: thats villanous, and — a moſt 
pittifull ambition in the foole that vices it: goe make you ready, How 
now my Lord, will the King heare this peece of worker 9 


- 


Enter Po anus, Guyldenjter:e,and Naſenc raus. 
Pol. And the Queene to, and that preſently, . d 
Ham. B. d the Piaters make haſt. Wil you two help to haſten than. 
Roſ. I my Lord Exeunt thoſe two. | 
Ham, What how, Horatro, Enter Horatio. 
Hora. Heete ſweete Lord, at your ſeruice. ' 
Ham. Horatio, thou art een as iuſt a man 
As ere my conuerſation copt withall, 
Hera. O my deere Lord. 


5 
Hay Nay 


. 


"— — —— 


—— — 


The Tragedy of Ham\ee 
Nay, do notthinke I flatter, | 


For hat aduancement may I hope from thee. 


That no revenew haſt but thy good ſpirits 


To ſeede and cloathe thee, why ſhould the poore be flattredꝰ 


No, let the candied tongue lick obſurd pompe, 
And crooke the'pregnant hinges of the knee 
Where thrift may follow fauning, dooſt thou heare, 
Since my deere ſoule was miſtris of her choyce, 
And could of men diſtinguiſh her election 
S hath ſeald thee for her felfe, fot thou haſt beene 
As one in ſuffering all that ſuffers nothing, 
A man that Fortunes buffets and rewards 
Haſt tane with equall thankes ; and bleſt are thoſe 
| Whoſe bloud and iudgement are ſo well comedled, 
That they are not a pipe for Fortunes finger 
To ſound what Roppe ſhee pleaſe : giue me that man 
That is not paſſions ſlaue, and I will weare him 
In my hearts core, I in my heart of heart 
As Ido thee. Something too much of this, 
There is a play to night before the King, 
One ſcene oi comes neere the circumſtance 
Which I haue told thee of my fathers death, 
1 prethee when thou ſeeſt that act afoote, 
Euen with the very comment of thy ſoule 
Obſerue my Vacle, if his occulted guilt 
Doe not it ſelſe vnkennill in one ſpeech, 
It isa damned Ghoſt that wee haue ſeene, 
And my imaginations are as foule 
As Vnlcans ſtithy; giue him heedfull note 
For I mine eyes will riuet to his face, 


And after wee will both our iudgements ioyne 
In cenſure of his ſeeming, 


Hora. Well my Lord, 


Iffa ſteale ought the whilſt this play is playing 


And ſcape detected, I will pay the theft. 


Enter trumpets and Kettle Drummer, King, Oncene, 


a Polonins, Ophelia. 
Ham, They are comming to the play. Imuſt be idle, 


— 


L * * 


Get 


— 


Prince of Denmarte. | 
Get you a place. 1 
King, Ho fares our couſin Hamlet? 1 
Ham. Excellent yfaith. a. 
Of the Camelions diſh,l cate the ayre, 1 
Promiſ-cram d, you cannot feede Capons ſo, 
Lung. L haue nothing with this aunſwer Hamlet, 
Theſe words are not mine. E 
Ham. No, nor mine now my Lord. 
You playd once i th Vniuerſity you ſay, 
Pol. That did I my Lord, and was accounted a good Adr, 
Han. What did you enaQ? WE 
Pol. I did enact [ulins Ceſar, I was kild i th Capital), 4] ED: 
Brutus kild me. g i 
Ham. It was a brute part of him to kill ſo Capitall a calfe there. 
Be the Players ready? | —_ Z 
Roſ. Imy Lord, they ſtay vpon your patience. | 
Ger, Come hether my deare Hamler,fit by me. 
Ham, No good mother heere's mettle more attractive. 
Pol. O, oh, doe you marke that. 
Ham. Lady ſhall I lie in your lap? 
Ophe. No my Lord. 
Ham, Doe you thinke Imeant country matters? 
Ophe. I thinke nothing my Lord. 
Hem, That's a faire thought to lye betweone maydes legs. 
Ophe. What is my Lord? | 
Ham. Nothing. | 
| Ophe, You are merry my Lord. 
Ham, Whole | 
Oph. 1 my Lord. | 
Ham. O God!your onely ligge- maker, what ſhould a man do but 
be merry, for looke you how checrfully my Mother lookes, and my 
father died within's two howres.. 
_ Nay, tis twice two months ”7 Lord. | 
am, So long, nay then let the diuell weare blacke, for Ile haue a 
ſute of ſables;O heauens, die two months ago. and not forgotten yet, 
then there's hope a great mans memory may out- liue his life halfe a 
yeare, but ber Lady a muſt build Churches then, or elſe ſhall a ſu 
not thinking on, with the Hobby-horſe, whoſe Epitaph is,for O, 
O, the hobby-horſe is forgot. Ws „ 
| : — H : - 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 


The Trumpets ſound, Dumbe ſhow followes. : 
Suter 4 King and a ere Queene embracing him, aud he her he 
takes her vp, and declines his head vppon her necbę, he lies him downe vp- 
pon a bancke of floxers, fbe ſeeing him a ſleepe, leaues him: anon comes in 
an other man, tales off his crowne, kiſſes it, pours pozſon in the ſleepers 
cares, and leaues him: the Queene returnes, finds the King dead, makes 
paſſionate attion,the poyſoner with ſome three or foure comes in againe, 


ſeeme to condole with her, the dead body is carried away . Woes 


the Queene with gifts, ſhe ſcemes harſh awhile bur in the en accepts loue. 


Oph, What meanes this my Lord? 
am. Marry tis munching Aallico, it meanes miſchiefe. 


C Opb. Belike this ſhow imports the argument of the play. 


Ham. We ſhall know by this fellow, Enter prologue, 
The players cannot keepe they le tell all. » 

Ophe. Will a tell us what this ſhow meant ? 

Ham. I or any ſhow that you will ſhow him, be not you aſham'd 


to ſhow heele not ſhame to tell you what it meanes, 


Oph. You are naught, you arenaught, Ile marke the play. 
Prologue, For vs and for our Tragedie, 


Heere ſtooping to your clemencie, 


We begge your hearing patiently. 

Haw. Is this a Prologue or the poſie ofating ? 

Ophe. Tis breefe my Lord. 

Ham. As womaus loue, 

| N Enter King and Queene, — 

King. Full thirty times hath PHπα Cart gone round 
Neptunes ſalt waſh, and Tellus orb d the ground, 
And thirty doſen moones with borrowed ſheene 


About the world haue times twelue thirties been e 
Since loue our hearts, and Hymen did our hands 


Vnite comutuall in moſt ſacred bands. N 
Quee. So many ioutaeyes may the Sunne and Moone 
Make vs againe count ore ere loue bee doone, 


But woe is me you are ſo ſicke of late, £ 
So farre from cheere, and from your former ſtate, 
That I diſtruſt you, yet though I diſtruſt, 
Diſcomfert you my Lord it nothing muſt, . 
$348 bj or 


— — 


For women feare too much, euen as they loue, 
And womens ſeare and loue hold quantity, 
Either none, in neither ought, or in extremity, | 
Now what my Lord is proofe hath made you know, 
And as my loue is ciz ſt, my feate is ſo, - 
Where loue is great, the litleft doubts are feare, 
Where little feares grow great, great loue _ there, 
King. Faith Imuſt leaue thee loue, and ſhortly to, 
My operant powers their ſunctions leaue to do, 
And thou ſhalt liue in this fare world behind. 
Honord, belou d, and haply one as kind, 
For husband ſhalc thou. 
Quee. O confound the reſt. 
Such loue muſt needes be treaſon in my breſt, 
In ſecond husband let me be accurſt, os 
None wed the ſecond, but who kild the firft. Hm. That's 
The inſtances that ſecond marriage moue worms. 
Are baſe reſpects of thrift, but none of loue, 7 
A ſecond time I kill my husband dead, 
When ſecond husband kiſſes me in bed. 
King. I doe beleeue you thinke what now you ſpeake, 
But what we doe determine, oſt we breake, 1 
Purpoſe is but the ſlaue to memory, 
Of violent birth, but poore validity, | 
Which now the fruice ynripe ſticks on the tree, 
But fall vnſhaken when they mellow bee. 
Moſt neceſſary tis that we forget 
To pay our ſe:ues what to our ſelues is debt, 
_ Whattoourſelnes in paſſion we propoſe, 
=" Thepafhon ending, doth the purpoſe loſe, 
The violence of either,griefe, or ioy, 
Their owne ennaQures with themſelues deſtroy, 
Where ioy moſt reuels, griefe doth meſt lament, 
Greeſe I griefes, on flender accedent, 
This world is not for aye, nor tis not ſtrange, 
7 euen our loues ſhould with our fortunes change, 
tis a queſtion left ys yet toproue, - 
Whether loue lead fortune, or elſe fortune loue. 
The great man downe, you marke his 22 flies, 
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The po ore aduanced makes iriends of e nemies, 


And hethertoo doth loue on fortune tend, 


For who not needs, ſhall neuer lacke a friend, 


And who in want a hollow friend doth try, 


Dirreclly ſeaſons him his enemie. 


But orderly to end where 1 begunne, 


Our villes and fates doe ſo contrary runne, 


That our deuices ſtill are ouerthrowne, 
Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our ow ne, 


So thinke thou wilt no ſecond husband wed, 


But die thy thoughts when thy fitſt Lord is dead. 
Qaee. Nor earth to me giue foode, not heauen light, 
Sport and repoſe lock from mee day and night, 


To deſperation turne my truſt and hope, 

And Anchors cheere in priſon be my . 
Each oppoſite that blanckes the face of toy, | 
Mare what I would haue well, and it deftroy, 


Both heere and hence purſue me laſting rife, H. If ſhe ſhould 
e 


If once I bee a widdow, euer I be a wife. breake it now 
King. Tis deepely ſworne, ſweet leaue mee heare a while, 
My ſpirits grow dull and faine I would beguyle 
The tedious day with ſleepe, 
Quee, Sleepe rock thy braine, 
And neuer come miſchance betwixt vs twane. Exennt. 
| Haw, Maddam, how like you this play? 
Que. The Lady doth proteſt too much me thinkes. 
Ham, O but ſhee le keepe her word. 
King. Haue you heard the argument? is there no offence int? 
Ham. No,no,they do but ieſt, poyſon in ieſt, no offence i th world. 
King. What do you call the play? | 
Ham. The Mouſetrap, mary how tropically, this play is the Image 
of a murther done in Vienna, Gonzagois the Dukes name, his wife 
Baptifta, you ſhall ſee anone, tis a knauiſh peece of worke, but what 
of that? your maieſty and we ſhall haue free ſoules, it toucnes vs got, 


let the gauled lade winch,our withers are vnwrung. This is oe Lu- 


ciauut, Nephew to the King. * 
EE Enter Lucianes. | | 

Oph. You are as good as a Chorus my Lord. 
Ham. I could interpret betweene you and your loue 


If 


* 
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Prince ef Derma rde. 


If I could ſee the puppits dallying. 
be. Tou are keene my Lord, you are keene. 


Ham. It would coſt you a groning to take off mine edge. 

Oph. Still better and worſe. | 

H. So you miſtake your husbands. Beg inne murtherer, leaue 
thy damnable faces and begin, come, the croking Rauen doth bel- | 


low for revenge. 
Lac. 1 black, hands a t, drugges fit and time means 
Confiderat ſeaſon els no creature ſeeing, 
Thou mixture rancke, of midnight weeds collected, 
With Hecats ban thrice blaſted. thrice infected, 
Thy naturall magicke, and due property, 
On wholeſome life viurps immediately. 
Haw, A poyſons him i th Garden for his eſtate, his names 8 
Fo, the ſtory is extant and written in very choice Italian, you ſhallſee = 
anon how the murtherer gets the loue of Gg wile, - | 
055. The King riſes. | 
Doe ce, How fares my Lord? 
Giue ore the ola 
King. Giue me ſom e lat, away. jt 
Pol. Lights, lights, lights. Exennt, all but How, axdHorati 5 
Ham. Why let the ſtroken deere goe weepe, | 
The Hart vn Matar play, 
For ſome we. watch whilſt ſome muſt ſteepe, 
Thus runnes the world away. Would not this fir and a forreft of fea- 
thers, if the reſt of my fortunes turne Turke with me, with inci- 
all Roſes,on my raz d ſhooes, get me a fellowſhip in "oy of 880 ? 
Hora. Halfe a ſhare. 
Ham, A whole one I. 
For thou doſt know oh Damon deere 5 
This Re alme dimantled was | 1 | 
Of loue hinifelfe, and now raignes heere 13 
A very very pack. * Fo 
Hora. You might haue rim d. 
| Ha». O good oratio, lle take the Ghofts word for a ___ 
pound. Did(tperceaue? 
Hora. Very well my Lord. 
Haw Vppon the talke of the poyſoning. 
Hera. I did vety well note him. 
H3 
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The V Hamlet 


Ham, Ah ha, come ſome muſique, com the Recorders, 
For if the King like not the Comedy. 
Why then belike he likes it not perdy. 
Come, ſome muſique, 
Euter Roſencraus, Guyldenflerne, 
Gul. Good my Lord,voutſafe me a word with you. 
Ham. Sir a whole hiftory. 
7 . TheKingfir, - | . ; 
a, I ſir, what of him? 
Gy, 1s in his retirement metuailous diſtempred, 
H. Withdrinke fir? 
Guy]. No my lord, with choller, - 
Ham. Yout wiſedome ſuld fhew it ſelfe more richer to ſignifie 
this to the [ for me to put him to his purgation, would per 
haps pl 17 into more choller. 
Gayl. Good my Lord put ycur diſcourſe into ſome frame, 
And ſtare not ſo wildly from my affaire. 
Ham. I am tame ſir, pronounce. 
Sail. The Queene your mother in molt great fition of ſpirit, 
hach ſent me to you. 
Ham. You are welcome. 
Gul. Nay good my Lord, this curteſie is not of the hs breed, if 
it ſhall 3 7 you to make me a wholſome aunſwer, I will doe your · 
mothers commaundement, if not, your patdon and 1 my returne, ſhall 
be the end of buſines. * 
Ham. Sir I cannot. 
| Roſ. What my Lord. | 
Ham. Make you a wholſome anſwer, my wits diſeaſd but ſir, ſuch 
anſwere as I can make, you ſhail eommaund, or rather as you ſay,my 
mother, therefore no more, but to the matter, my mother you ſay. 
Ref. Then thus ſhe ſaies , your behauiour hath ſtrooke her into a- 
mazement and admiration. 
Ha. O wonderfull ſonne that can ſo ftoniſh a mother! bue! is 
chere no ſequell at the heeles of chis mothers admiration? impart, 
| RoſiShe defiresto ſpeake with you in her cloſet ere you go to bed. 
Ha. We ſhallobey, were ſhe ten times our mother, haue you any b 
further trade with ys? ; 
| Reſ, my Lord you once did loue me. 
Haw. And doe (till 7 theſe — and ealers, 
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Prince of Denmarkes 438 
Roſ. Good my Lord, what is your cauſe of diſtemper, you do ſure- 


ly barre the doore ypon your owne liberty, if you deny your griefes 


to your friend. 
Ham. Sir Ilacke aduancement, 


Roſe Ho can that be when you haue the voyce of the King him- 


ſeblfe tor your ſucceſsion in Denmarke. 
| Enter the Players with Recorders. 


Tlam. I ſit, but while the graſſe growes, the prouerbe is ſomething | 
muſty, oh the Recorders, let me ſec one, to withdraw with you,why 


do you goe about to recouer the wind of me, as if you would driue 


me into a toyle? 5 | 
Guyl O my lord if my duty be too bold, my loue is too vnmanerly. 


a My Lord I cannot. 

am, Ipray you. | 

Gi. Belecue me Icannot. | 
Ham, Ibeſeech you. 
_ I know no touch of it my Lord, 


Itis as eaſie as lying 3, gouerne theſe ventages with your fin- 
gers, and the thumb giue it breath wich your mouth, and it will diſ- 


courſe moſt eloquent muſique, looke you, theſe are the ſtoppes, 


I have not the ſhill, 


Ham. Why looke you now how vnworthy athing you make of & 


me, you would play vpon me, you would ſceme to know my ſtops, 
yu would plucke out the hart of my miſterie}, you would ſound mee 


rom my loweſt note to my compaſſe, and there is much muſique ex- 


cellẽt voice in this little organ, yet cannut you make it ſpeak, s blood 


do you thinke I am eaſier to be plaid on then a pipe, call me what in- 
ſtrument vou wil, though you fret me not, you cannot play ypon me. 


God bleſſe you fir. - 


Enter Polonius. 


of a Camel? 


Pol. My Lord the Queene wou'd ſpeake with 22 preſently. 


Ham. Do you ſee yonder cloud thats almoſt in 
Pol. By' th maſſe and tislike a Camell indeede, 
Haw, Me thinkes it is like a Wezell. 
Pol. It is black like a Wezell. 
Ham. Or like Whale. | 5 
Pol. Very like a Whale. F 
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1 The Tragedie of Hamlet 
Thel will come to my mother by and by, 

They foole me to the top of my bent, will come by and by, 

Le aue me friends. | 

I will.lay ſo, By and by is eaſily ſaid, 

Tis uo the very witching time of night, 

When Churchy ards yawne,and hell it ſelfe breakes out | 
Contagion to this word: now could | drinke hote blood. 
And doe ſuch buſineſſe as the bitter day 

Would quake to looke on: ſoft, now to my mother, 

O hart looſe not thy nature! let not euer, 

The ſoule of Vero enter this firme boſome! 

Let me be ctuell, not yanaturall, 

I will ſpeake dagger to her, but vſe none, 

My tongue and ſoule in this be hypocrites, 

How in my words ſomeuer ſne be ſhent, 

To giue them ſeales neuer my ſoule conſent. Ex. 


— 


Enter King, Roſencraus, and Gæyldenſterno. 

Ling. I like him not, nor ſtands it ſafe with vs 
To let his madneſſe range, therefore prepare you, 

I your commiſſion will forth-with diſpatch, 

And he to England ſhall along with yeu, 
Ihe termes of our eſtate may not endure 
Hazerd ſo neet's as doth hourely grow, 

Out of his browes, 

 Gayl, We will our {clues prouide, 
Moſt holy and religious ſeare it is 
To keepe thoſe many many bodies ſafe 
That liue and feed vpon your Maieſty, _. 

' Rof. The ſingle and peculier life is bound, 
With all the ſtrength and atmour of the mind 

To keepe it ſelle from noyance, but much more 
That ſpirit, ypon whoſe weale depends and reſts 
Theliues of many che ceſſe of Maieſty 
Dies not alone; but like a gulſe doth draw 

What's neere it, with it, or it is a maſſie wheele 
' Fixt on tlie ſomnet of the higheſt mount, 
Too whoſe hugh ſpokes,tenn thouſand leff.r things 
Ate morteiſt and adioynd, which when it falls, 


Each 
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Prince of Denar le. 


Each ſmall annexment, pety conſequenca 
Attends the boyſtrous raine, neuer alone 
Did the King ſigh, but a generall growne. 

King Arme you I pray you to this ſpeedy voi age, 
For we will fetters put about this ſeare 
Which now goes too free - ſooted. 


Roſ. We will haſt vs. Exeunt Gent: | 


Enter Polomius. | 

Pe. My Lord, he's going to his mothers cloſet, 
Behind the Arras lle conuay my ſelfe 
To here the proſſeſſe, Ile warrant ſheele ax him home, 
And as you ſaid, and wiſely was it ſayd. 
Tis meete that ſome more audience then a mother, 
Since nature makes them partiall,ſhould ore-heare 
The ſpeech of vantage;fare you well my Leige, 
Te call vpon you ere you goe to bed. 
And tell you what I know. : Exit, 

King. Thankes deere my Lord. 

O my offence is rancke, it ſmels io heauen, 

It hath the primall eldeſt curſe vppont, 
A brothers murther, pray can I not, 
Though inclination be as ſharp as will, 
My ſtronger guilt defeats my ſtronge entent, 
Aud like a man to double buſines bound, 
I ſtand in pauſe where I ſhall firft beginne. 
And both negleR : what if this curſed hand 
Were thicker then it ſelfe with brothers blood, 
Is there not raine enough in the ſweete Heauens 
To waſh it white as mow? whereto ſerues mercy 
But to confront the viſage of offence? 
And what's in praiet but this two-fold forke, 
To be foreſtalled ere we come to fall, 
Or pardon being downe,then 1 le looke vp. 
My faults is paft, but oh! what forme of prayer 
Can ſerue my turne? forgiue me my foule murthet; 
That cannot be ſince I am ſtill poſſeſt 
Ofthoſe affects for which I did che mutthei; 
My Crowne,mine ewne ambition, and my Queene; 


—— _ 


— — 


Jo giue in euidence, what chen, har reſts, 
Try what repentance can, what can it not, 


O wretched ſtate, O boſome blacke death, 
Art more idgaged; helpè Angles make aſſay, 
Bo ſtubbotne knees · and hart with ſtrings of ſteele, 


Be ſoft as ſiane wes of the new borne babe, 
All may be well. 1 


Aud ſo am l reuendge, that would be ſeand 
J his ſole ſonne, doe this ſame villaine ſend - 


cy, this is baſe and ſily not revendge, - 


Thar has no reliſh'of ſaluation int. 
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The Tregedy of Hamlet 


lay one be pardoned and rctaine th'offence? 7 | Y 


In the courupted currents of this world, 


Offences guided hand ina ffiow by iuſtice, '- , hl 22 14 bb 
And oft tis ſeene the WitkeFprizeirſelfe. 2 nn 


Buycs oui the law, but tis notſGabove, 
There is no ſhufling,there the action lies 


In his true nature, and we our ſelues compeld 
Euen to the teeth and forehcad of our faults 


Vet what can it, when one cannot repent? 


Olimed ſoule, that firuggling to be free, 


7 
F 


Enter Hamlet. ; «DA 
Ham. Now might I doe it, bot now a is a praying, 
And now lle doo t, and fo goes to heauen, | 


A villaine kills my father, and for that, 


To heauen. 


A tooke my father gioſely full of bred. 
Withall his crimes broad blown? as fluſh as May, 
And how his audit ſtands who Knowes ſaucheauen, 
But in our circumſtance and courle of thought, 

Tis heavy with him: and am then reuendged 

To take him in the purging ef him ſoulo, 

When he is ſit and ſeaſoned for his pifſace? 


_— 1. | | 

Vp ſword,and know thou a more horrid hent. 
When he is drunke, a ſleepe, or in his rage, . 
Or in th'inceſtious pleaſure of his bel 
At game,a ſwearing,or about ſome aft . 


Err * eu Attn — — eerie 
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Prince of Denmarte. 


Then trip him that his hecle mas kick at heauen, 

And that his ſoule may be as damng and blacke 
As hell wheretoit goes; my mother ſlaie z. 
This phiſicke but prolongs thy ſickly daies. Exit. 


King, My words fly vp, my thoughts remaine below * 
Words without thoughts neuer to heauen goe. Exit. 
Enter Gertrard and Pol 9 i 


Polo. A fi cqpe ſtrait. looke you lay home to him 
Tell him his * haue beene too broad to beare with, 
And that your grace hath ſcreen d and ſtood betweene 
Much heate and him, lle ſilence me cucn W 5 | | | 
Pray you be round, Wot 


Enter Hamlet. 
Ger. Ile waite you, feate me not, 
Wich- draw, Ihcare him comming. 
Ham. Now mother, what 's he matte 7 8 5 
2 Hamlet thou haſt thy ſhes hp FIR „ 
. Mother you haue my father much offended, *, 
Ger. Come, come, you anſwet with an idle tongue, WONG 
Ham. Goe goe,you 1 Wy wicked Wee „ | 
Ger, Why how now Hamlete 885 al 
Ham. What's the matter now? T „ 
Ger. Haue you forgot mee ws Mes 
Ham. No by the rood not ſo, | 
Youare the Queene, your husbands brothers Wife, 
And would it were not ſo, you are my mocher. 5 
Ger. Nay then lle ſet thoſe to you that can ſp eke. 
Ham, Come come, and ſit you downe,you Bal not boudge, +1 
You goe not till I ſer vou vp a glaſſe 
Where you inay ſee the moſt part of you, 3 
Ger. What wilt thou doe: oy wilt not 3 we? bag 
Helpe how, 
Pos, What how help 
Ham. How nov, a N d dend for Wee 
Pol. O lam ſlaine. % dts Ss 
Ger. O me, what haſt thou done? W . 
Ham, * — obo 
| k 4 | Or, 


A - * * - 
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As from the body of contraction phickes 


The Tragedy of Hamlet 
Ger O hat a raſh and bloody deede is this, 
Ham A bloody deede, almoſt as bad good mother 

As kill a King, and marry with his brother, 

Ger As kill a King. | 

Ham. Lady, it was my word. 
Thou wretched, raſh, intruding foole farewell, 
Itooke thee for thy beiter, rake thy fortune, 
Thou find ſt to bee too buſie is ſome danger. 3 
Leaue wringing of your hands, peace 0 you dowgez 
And let me wring your heart, for ſo I ſhall + 
It it be madeof penetrable ſtuffe, 
If damned cuſtome haue nor braſd it ſo, 
That it be proofe and bulwark againſt ſence. 

Ger. What haue I done, that thou dar ſt wagge thy tongue 
In noyſe ſo rude againſt me? | | 5 

Ham. Such an act 
That blutres the grace and bluſh of modeſiy, 
Calls vertue hipocrit, takes of the Roſe 


From the faire forhead of an innocent loue, 


And ſets abliſter there,makes . YOWES 


As falſe as dicers oathes, Oh ſuch a deed! 


| The very ſeule: and ſweet religion makes 


= Te giue the world aſſurance of a man, 


A raplody of words; heavens face dooes glow 
Ore this ſolidiry and compound maſſe 
Wich heated viſage, as againſt the doome 


1: thought ick at the aQ. 


| 8. Ay me what act? 


That roares ſo lo de and thunders in the Index, 
Looke here vpon this Picture, and on this, 
The counterfeit preſentment. of two brothers, 
See what a grace was ſeated on his browe, 
Hyperions curles, the front ofToue him-ſelfe, 
An eye like Mart, to threten and command, 
Aſtation like the herald Merenry, 
New lighted on a heave, a kisfing hill, 


A ination and fo rme indeede, 


Where 


euery God didſeeme to ſer his ſeale 


= out — — — — — — 


This 


Prince of Denmarke. 


This was your husband, looke you new what follewes, 
Heere is your husband like a mildewed eare, 
Blaſting his wholeſome brother thaue you eyes? 
Could you on this faire mountaine leaue to feede, 
And batton on this Moore; ha, haue you eyes? 
You cannot call it loue, for at your age 
The heyday ia the blood is tame, it : humble, 
And waites vpon the judgement, and what wudgement 
Would ſtep — this to this? ſence ſure you haue 
Els could you not haue motion, but ſure that ſence 
Is appoplext, for madneſſe would not erte 
Nor ſenc to extacie was neete ſo thtal d 
But it reſeru d ſome quantity of choyce 
To ſerue in ſuch a difference. What diuell waſt 
That thus hath coſond you at hodman. blind? 
Eyes without feeling, ling without fght, 
Eares without hands, or eyes, ſmelling ſance all, 
Or but a ſickly part of one true ſence | 
Could not ſo mope. Oh ſhame! where is thy bluſh? 
Rebellious hell, | 
If thou canſt mutine in a Matrons bones, | 
To flammg youth, let vertue be as wax I 
And melt in her owne fire, proclaime no ſhame - | 
When the compulſive ardure giues the charge, 
Since froſt it ſelfe as actiuely doth buine, 
And reaſon pardons will. 

Ger. O Hamlet ſpeake no more, 
Thou turn'ſt my very eyes into my ſoule, 
And there I fee ſuch black and greeued ſpots 
As will leaue there theit tin &. | 

Ham, Nay but to liue 
In the rancke ſweat of an inceſtuous bed | 
| $:ewed in corruption, hanying and making lou.e- Ml 11.4 
Ouer the naſty ſtie. : gh 

Ger. O ſpeake to mee no more, „ | 5 
Theſe words like daggers enter in my cares, e 
No mere ſweet Hamlet. 

Haw, A murtherer and a villaing, 


A ſlaue that is not twentith part the kych | | 
1 1 "ll 
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The T ry ef Hamlet 


Or your pecedent Lord,a vice of Kings, 

A cur purſe of the Empire and the rule, 
I hai from a ſhelfethe precious Diadem ſtole 
And put it in his pocket. 


Enter Gheft. 

Ha», A King of ſhreds and patches, 
Sane me and bouer ore me veich youpwings 
You heauely gards: What would y your gratious figure? 

Ger. Alaſſe hee's mad. 

| Ham. Doe youc not come your tardy ſonne to chide, 
1 That lap 'ſi in time and paſſiondets goe h 

I important act ing of your diexd command. ſay! 

| _ Ghoſt, Dae not forget, this viſieation *. 7 

ls but to whet thy almoſthlunted — 24777. 

But looke.amazement on thy mecheb ts, 

O ſtep betweene her, and ſau hoy zona vi od wed 
Conceit in weakeſt Aen. thread zaun ee 
Speake to her Hamlet, 92021 H 900 4195700 1-0 

Ham. How is it withiyquLady?... 10 
Ger, Alaſſe how i ſt with you? 105 5 
That you doe bend your eycenvacancys: n. firs % 8 

| = with th'incorporall ayre dos hold be n 

oorth at your eyes your ſpirtas willy : . 5 e HON 

And as by clping —— 2 . . 

Voour beaded haire like liſe in excrement - its ATTY NN ak? 

Startꝭ vp and ſtands an end: O gentle ſonnel „ebene he 
Vpon the heate and flame of thy diſtemper. -:!1 5 ⁹ ͤ 
Sprinckle coole patience, whereon doe — vir „ 
Um. On him, on him; 2 he glares, 
His forme and cauſe conioyned, pre aching to ſtones 
Wauld make them capable, doe not looke vpon me, es” 
Leaſt with tnis pittious actiohyνν,E,ꝛu ek 5 

Muy ſtearne elles then d hat | 1-9 DS 

| Will want true collour,teares perchance for blood, 


| [ * } oy 


* 
5 .» . 


Ger, To whome doe you ſpeake this 

Hem, Doe you ſee nothing there? 2 

. Nothing at all, yet all that is there I ſee, 
Nor did you nothing hearer 

. | tr. No aching but our _ 


4 * 
* 
„ Haw. 
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Trin df Danmark. 0 


Ham, Why looke you hare looke how/r ſteales , 

My ſather in his habit — oa 'g 901 

Looke where he goes, euen uo n he portal, „At cu 
Ger, This is the very coynage oſyqurt brain. 

This bodileſſe creation, extacy is very cunning in 185 
Haw, My pulſe as yours doth temperatly keep time, 5 

And 3 as healthfull mu — is not madneſſe 
That l haue vttred, brin g me to the teſt, FEE 5 
And the matter will reword, which madneſle = 

Would gambole from. Mother ſor loue of grace, 
Lay not that flattering vnction to your ſoule 
Thom your treſpaſſe but my madneſſe ſpeakes, 
It will but skin and fine the vicerous place, 
Whiles rancke corruption mining all within 
Inſects vnſeene:confeſſe your ſelſe to heauen, 1 


Repent what's paſt, auoyd what is to come, „ 0 
And doe not ſpread the compoſton tho wee des 
To make them rancker,forgiue me ee e n 
For in che fatneſſe oftheſe panſie times 500% bs 
Vertue it ſelſe of vice muſt pardon beg . R * | 
Yea curbe and wooe for leaue to doe him good. 5 
Ger. O Rumletlibou haſt cleft. my hart in twaine. 5 
Ham, O throw away the worſer part of it, — 
And leaue the purer with the other halfe, * 
Good night, but ger not to my Vacles bed. | 3 
Aſſume a vertue if you haue it not, 3 
That monſter cuſtoine, ho all ſence dotheate 1 
Of habits deuill, is angel yrvin this fn 
That to the vſe of actions faire and good, 8 = 
He likewiſe giues a frocke or Livery 3 + 
That aptly is put on te refraimenighae, |; __ | 
And that ſhall lend a kindoſ aut: de 0 
To the next abſtinence, the nt wore cafe: ee. 
For vſe almoſt can chan of nature, | F tins * Ws \ | 
And Maiſter the diuell, or throw him out A W of 
Wich wonderous potente more good ni te bw. Night 
And when you are defrom tobe bleſt, Ri y Wes | | ; i 1 
De bleſſing beg of you,ſkyehis ſame Lo . 


I doe repent; but — pleaſ d ito. * 
0 
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For whe that's but a Queene, 


Hoiſt with his owne petar, an t ſhall goe 


— — — — 


: The Tragedie of Hamlet 
To puniſh me with this, and this with me, 


That I muſt be their ſcourge and miniſter, 
I will Geſtow him and will an wer well 

The death I gaue him; ſo againe good night 
I muſt be cruell onely to be Linde, 


This bad beginnes, and worſe remaines behind. 


One word more good Lady 
Ger. What ſhall I doe? 
Hem, Not this by no meanes that I bid you doe, 


Let the blowt King temp*t you againe to bed, 
| Pinch wanton on your cheeke,call you his Moule, 


And let him for a paire of reechy kiſſes, 


Or padling in your necke with his damn d fingers. 


Make you to rouell all this matter out 

That Ieſſentially am not in madneſſe, 

But mad in craft, c were good you let him know. 

fire ſober, wiſe, 

Would from a paddack, from a bat, a gib, 5 

Such deare conceruings hide, who would doe fo, 

No, in diſpight of ſence and ſecrecy, 

Vapeg the et on the houſes top 

Let the birds fly, and like the ſamous Ape, . 

To try concluſions in the baskee creepe, ò 

And breake your owne necke done. 
Ger. Be thou aſſur d, if words be made of breath, 

And breath of liſe, I haue no life to breath 

What thou haſt ſayd to me. 

Ham. I muſt to England, you know that, 

Ger, Alacke I had ſorgot. 


is ſo concluded on. 


Ham. Ther's letters ſeald, and my two Schoolefellowes, 


Whom Iwill truſt as I will Adders fang d, 


They beare the mandat, they muſt ſweepe my way 
And marſhall me to knauery : let it worke, 
For tis the ſport to haue the enginer 

hard 


But I will delue one yard belowe their mines, 


And blow them at the Moone / O tis moſt (weete 


When in one line cwo crafts directly meete, 


CO — = —— — — 


Prince of Dennoarke. 


* Tis man ſhall ſet me packing, _ 

lie lugge the guts into the neighbour roome; 
Mother good night indeed,this Counfayler 
Is now moſt ſtill, moſt ſecret, and molt gtaue, 
Who was in life a moſt fooliſh prating knaue. 
Come fir,to draw toward an end with you. 
Good night mother. | Exit. 


Enter King, and Qucene, with Roſencruns 
ard Cyldenſterne. 


King. There's matter in theſeſighes, theſe profound heaues, 


You muſt tranſlate, tis fit we vaderſtand them, 
Where is your ſonne?.. 
Gert. Beſtow this place on vs alittle while. 
Ah mine owne Lord, what haue I ſeeneto night? 
King What Gertrad,how dooes Hamlet? 
Gert. Mad as the ſea and wind when both contend 
Which is the mightier in his la eſſe fit, | 
Behind the Arras hearing ſome thing ſtirre, 
Whips out his Rapier, cryeis a Rat, a Rar, 
And in this bramiſn apprehenſion kills 
The vnſeene good old man. 
King, O heauy deed! 
It had beene ſo with vs had we beenethere, 
His liberty is full ofthreates to all, 
To you your ſelfe,to vs, to euery one, 
Alas, how ſhall this bloody deede be anſwer'd? 
It will be layd to vs, whoſe prouidence 
Should haue kept ſhort, reſtraind, and out of haunt 
This mad young man;burt ſo much was our loue, 
We would not vnderſtand what was moſt fit, 
But like the owner of a foule diſeaſe 
To keepe it from divulging let it feede 3 
Euen on the pith of life: where is he gone? 
Gert. To draw apart the body he hath kild, 
Ore whom, his very madneſſe like ſome ore 
Among a minerall of mettals baſe, 
Showes it ſelfe pure,a weepes for what is done, 
King.Gertrad,com away, | 
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Tue Tragedy of Hamlet 
The Sunne no ſooner ſhall the mountaines touch, 
But wee will ſhippe him hence, and this vile deede 
Wee muſt with all our Maieſty and (kill Euter Roſ icy Guyld., 
Botli countenance and excuſe, Ho Gmy/denflerne, 
Friends both, goe ioyne you with ſome further ayde, 
Hamlet in madnes hath Polomaus ſlaine, 
And from his mothers cloſſet hath hee drag d him, 
Goe ſecke him out ſpeake ſayte and bring the body 
Into the Chappel! ; I pray you haſt in this, 
Come Gererard, wee le call yp our wiſeſt friends, 
And let them know both what wee meane to do 
And whats vntimely done, 
Whoſe whiſper ere the worlds Diameter © 
As leuell as the Cannon to his blanck, 
Tranſports his poyſned ſhot, may miile our name, 
And hit the woundlefſe ayre,O come away, : 
My ſoule is full ot diſcord and diſmay. E xennt, 
| Euter Hamlet, Roſencrans and others. 

1 Ham. Safely ſtowd, but ſoftly, what noyſe, who calls on Hamlet? 
O heere they come. 5 Ty, 
Roſ. What haue you done my Lord with the dead body? 
| Ham, Compoundcd it with duſt whereto it is kin. 4 

Roſ. Tell vs where tis that wee may take it thence, 
And beare it to the Chappell. 


4 Ham. Do not beleeue it. 


Roſ. Beleeue what? h 

Ham: That I can keepe your counſaile and not mine owne, beſides 

do be demaundedof a ſpunge, whar replication ſhould be made by 

' the ſonneof a King, " 

Roſ. Take you me for a ſpunge my Lord? 

Ham. Ifir, that ſokes vp the Kings countenance, his rewards, his 
authorities, but ſuch Officers do the King beſt ſeruice in the end, he 
keepes them like an apple in the corner of his ia, firſt mouth d to be 
laſt ſwallowed7when he needs what you haue pleand, it is but ſquee- 
ſing you, and ſpunge you ſhall be dry __ 

Ro/. Ivnderſtand you not my Lord. | 
Ham. I am glad of it, a knauiſh ſpeech ſleepes in a fosliſh care. 
Ro/. My Lord, you muſt tell vs where the body is, and go with vs 


| the King, 
TR 1 el 


| 

| | 
WH 

| 


—  — — 


Privie of Denmarke, 
Ham. The body ts with the King, but the King is bot vi th. 


body. The Kin 3 
0 * Lor . | | a | 


— 


ne; 09 8r three, | 
Kg, ths fm che road body, 
| How dangerous is it that this man goes looſe, 
Vet muſt not we put the ſtrong Law on him, 
Hees lou'd of the diſtracted multicude, 
Who like not in their iudgement, but cheir eyes, 
And where tis ſo, th offenders ſcourge is wayed 
= neuer the offence : to beare all ſmooth and euen, 
is ſuddaine ſending him away muſt ſceme 
Del ate pauſe, diſeaſes deſperate _ 
By deſperate VN are relieu d 
Or not at all. 


. Emter Roſencrans and all the reſt, 
| King, How now, what hach befalne? 
Roſ. Where the dead body is beſtowed my Lord 
We cannot get from him. 
Kmg. But where is he? 
Roſ. Without my Lord, guarded to know your pleaſure. 
=_ Bring him before vs. 


Hoe, bring inthe Lord. They Enter. 
12 Now Hamlet, where's Polonia? „„ 
Hom: At ſupper. 


King, At ſupper where. 
Ham. Not where he cates, but where a is eaten, a certaine conua- 


 eationof politique wormes are een at him: your worme is your only 


Emperour for dyet, we far all creatures elſe to fat vs, and we fat our 
ſelues for maggots, your fat King and your leane be ger is but Varia. 
ble ſeruice,two diſhes but to one ee $ che en 
King, Alaſſe, al aſſe. 
Ham. A man may fiſh with the worme chat hath cate of «King, 
eate ofthe fiſh that hath fedde ofthat worme, = 
King, What doſt thou meane by this? + | | 
Flew, _— but to ſhey _ 2 ys may go a progres 


— . 


— z — — 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 
| throughthe guttes of a begger. 
King. Whereis Polonins ? 
Ham. In heauen, ſend thether to ſee, if your —_ find him 
not there, ſecke him i th other place your ſelfe,but if indeed you find 


him not within this month, you ſhall noſe him as you goe vppe the 
ſtayres into the Lobby. 


Kung. Coe ſceke him there 

Ham. A will ſtay till you come. 
King, Han letthisdevde for thine eſpeciall ſafety 
Which wee do tender, as wee deerely greeue 
For that which thou baſtdone, mult ſeud thee hence: 
Therefore prepare thy ſelfe, 


ww * 


Ie barke is ready, and the wind at helpe, 


The aſſotiats tend, aud euety thing is bent 
For England. 
Ham: For England 
| King. I Hamlet. 
| Ham. Good. 
King. So is it if thou knew ſt our purpoſes. 
Ham. Iſee a Chetub that fees them, but come for England, 
Farewell deere mother. 
King. Thy loving father Hamlet. 
| Ham, My mother, father and mother is man and wife, 
Man and wife is one fleſh, ſo my mother : | 
Come for England, Extt- 
King. Follow him at foote, 
Tempt him with ſpeede aboind, 
Delay it not, lle haue him hence to night. 
Away, forcuery thing is ſea!d and done 
That els leanes on the affaire, pray you make haſt, 
And England iſ my loue thou hold ſt at ought, 
As my great power thereof may viue thee ſenee, 
Since yet thy Cicatrice lookes ra and red, 
After the Daniſh ſword, and thy fteee awe 
Puayes homage to vs, thou maift not coldly ſet 
Our ſoueraigne proceſſe, which imports at full 
Zy letters congruing to that effet 
I be preſent death of Hamlet, do it England, 
Feot like the Hectiqu in my blood hee rages, 


And 
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Prince of Denmar ke. 


And thou muſt cure me till Iknow tis done, | el 
How ere my hape, my ioyes will nere beginne. ]” 1 
Euter Fortinbraſſe with his Armie ouer the Stage. 

Fortin. Goe Captaine, from mee gieet the Daniſh King, 
Tell him, that by his lycence Fortmbraſf 
Craues the conveyance of a piomiſ d march 
Ouer his king dome, you know the rendezuous, 
If that ll is maieſty would ought with vs, 
Wee ſhall expreſſe our duty in his eye, 
And let him know ſo, 2 

Cap. Iwill doot my Lord, 

Fortin. Goe ſoftly on. 

Enter Hamlet, Roſencrans, Cr. 
Ham. Good fir whoſe powers ate theſe? 
Cap. The are of Norway ſir. 
Ham. How propoſd fir I pray youꝰ 

Cap. Aainſt ſome part of Poland. 

Ham, Who commands them (u ? 

Cap. The Nephew to old Norway, — 

ir 


Ham, Goes it againſt the maine of Poland (ir? 
Or for ſome frontire ? 15 
Cap. Truely to ſpeake, and with no addition, 


We goe to gaine a little patch of ground 


That hath in it no profit but the name 
To pay five duckets, fiue I would not farme it? 
Nor will it yeeld to Norway or the Pole 
A rancker rate, ſhould it bee ſould in fee. 
Ham. Why then the Pollache neuer will defend it. 
(ap Ves it is alieady gariſond. 
Ham- Two thouſand ſoules and twenty thouſand duckets 
Will not debate the queſtion of this raw, 
This is ti impoſtuine of much wealth and peace, 
That in ward breakes and ſhewes ne cauſe without 


Why the man dies . Ihumbly thanke you fir. i 


Cap. God buy you fir, 
Roſ. Wilt pleaſe you goe my Lord? 
Ham. lle be with you ſtraight, goe a little beſore- 
How all occaſions do informe againſt mee. 170 
| 8 IN FJ 
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| Indeed diſtract, her moode will needes he pittied. 


The Tragedle of Hamlet 
And {pur my dull revenge, What is a man 

It his chicfe good and market of his time 

Be but to ileepe and feed, a beaſt, no more: 

Sure he that made vs with ſuh large diſcourſe 

Looking before and aſter, gaue vs not 

That capability and God-likereaſon 

To fuſt in vs vnuſd, now whether it be 

Beſtiall obliuion, oi ſome crauen ſcruple 

Of thinking too preciſely on th euent, 
A thought which quartered hath but one part wiſdome, 
And euer three parts coward, I doe not know 

Why yet ] liue to ſay this thing's to doe, 

Sith I haue cauſe, and wil and ſtrength, and mea nes 

To doo tzexamples groſſe as earth exhort me, 

Witnes this Army of ſuch maſſe and charge. 

Led by a delicate and tender Prince, 

Whoſe ſpirit with diuine ambition puft, 

Makes mouthes at the inuiſible euent, 

Expoſing what is mortell, and vnſure, 

To all that fortune, death and danger dare, 

Euen for an Egge-ſhell.Rightly to be great, 

Is not to ſtirre without great argument, 

But greatly to find quarrell in a firaw 

When honour's at the ſtake, How ſtand I then 

That haue a father kild,a mother ſtaind, 

Excytements of my reaſon,and my blood, 

And let all ſleepe, while to my ſhame ſee 


The iminent death of twenty thouſand men, 


That for a ſantaſie and tricke of fame 

Goe to their graues like beds, fight for a plot 
Whereon the numbers cannot try the cauſe, 
Which is not tombe enough and continent 


To hide the ſlaine. O from this time forth, 


My thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth. Exit. 


Enter Horatio, Gertrard, and a Gentleman. 
Quee. I will not ſpeake with her, 
nm. She is importunat, | 


2. 
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Prince of Denmarte. 


Quee, What would ſhe haue? „ 
- Gent. She ſpeakes much of her father, ſayes ſhee heares 
There's tricks i th world, and hems, and beats her heart, 
Spurnes enuiouſly at ſtrawes, ſpeakes things in doubt — 
That carry but halfe ſence, her ſpeech is nothing, 
Vet the vnſhaped vſe of it doth move 
The hearers to collection, they yau ne at it, 
And botch the words vp fit to their owne thoughts, 
Which as winckes, and nods, and geſtures yeeld them, 
Indeede would make one thinke there might be thought 
Though nothing ſure, yet much vnhappily, 
Hera. Twere good ſhe were ſpoken with, for ſhe may ftr 
Dangerous coniectures in ill-breeeding mindes, : 
Let her come in. by 
Enter Ophelia. 
Quee. To my ſicke ſoule, as ſinnes true nature is, 
Each toy ſeemes prologue to ſome great amiſſe, 
c So full of artleſſe iealoſie is guilt, 
© Ir ſpills it ſelfe, in fearing to be ſpilt. 
Oph. Where is the beauteous Maieſty of Denmarke ? 
Qaee. How now Ophelia. [he ſings. 
Oph. How ſhould I your true loue know from another one, 
By his cockte hat and Paffe, and his Sendall ſnoone. | 
Quee. Alaſſe ſweet Lady, what imports this ſong ? 
Oph. Say you, nay pray you marke, 
He is dead and gone Lady, he is dead and gone, Song. 
At his head a graſſe greene curph, at his heeles a ſtone. 
O ho, 
Qree. Nay but Ophelia. | 
Oph, Pray you marke, White his ſhrowd as tae mountaine ſnow. 
Erter King, ha: * 
Quce. Alaſſe looke heere my Lord. 
Orte Larded all with Fweer flowers, 
Which beweept to the ground did not go Song. 
With true loue ſhowers, 
= How doe you pretty Lady? 
Oph. Well good dild you, they ſay the Owle was a Bakers daugh- 


ter, Tord wee know What wee are, but know net what we may be, 
God be at your table | DE 


——— — 


— 


King, 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 
| Kiag. Conceit ypon her Father. e 3: ; 
4 Ophe: Pray lets haue no words of this, but when they aske you 
what it meanes, ſay you this, a 5 7 
To morrow is 8. Valentines day, Song. 
All in the morning betime, I; 
>| And Ia mayd at yeut window 

| To be your Valentine. 

| Tien vp he raſe, and dond his cloſe, and dupt the chamber doore, 

Let in the maide,that out a maide,neuer departed more. 
Kung. Pretty Ophelia. 
Ophe. e a an oath Ile make an end ont, 

By gis an Saint charuy, 
„ Lade * fie "20+ wah 
. Young men will doo't if they come too t, 

by Cocke they are too blame. FT. 
Qoth ſhe, before you tumbled me, you promiſd me to wed, 

(He anſwers ) So ſhould I a done by yonder ſunne 
And thou had(i not come to my bed. 

King, How long hath ſhe beene chus? 

Opb. I hope all will be well, we muſt be patient, but I cannot chuſe 
but weepe to thinke they would lay him i' th cold ground my bro- 
ther ſhaſl know of it, and ſo Ithanke you for your good counſaile. 

Come my Coach, God night Ladies, God night. | 
Sweet Laides God night, God night. 8 > 
King, Follow her eloſe, giue her good watch I pray har 
Othiꝛ is the poyſon of deepe grie ſe, it ſprings all Com er Fathers 
death,and now behold,O Gertrard, Gertrard, | 
When ſorrowes come, they come not fingle ſpies, 
But in battalians: firſt her Father ſlaine, 
Next, your ſonne gone, and he moſt violent Author 
© Offs owne iuſt remoue,the people muddied 
Tnick and vnwholeſome in thoughts, and whiſpers * 
For good Polanius death:and we — done but greenly 
Ja hugger mugger to inter him: poore Ophelia 
Deuided from herſelfe,and her faire iudgement, 
Without the which we tre pictures, or meere beaſts, 
Laſt, and as much contayaing as all theſe, 
Her brother is in ſecret come from France, 


* 
* 


Feeds on this wonder, keepes himſelfe in clowdes, | 
D 6 And 
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Prince of Denmarke. 
And wants not buzzers to inſect his eare 
Wich peftilent ſpeeches of his fathers death, 
Wherein n iy of matter beggerd, * 
Will nething ſtick our perſon to artaigne 
In eate and eare: O my deare Gertrard, this 
Like to a murdring-peece in many places 
Giues me W death. A noyſe within. 


Enter a meſſenger, 
King, Attend, where are my Swi * let them guard thedoore, 
What is the matter? 
Meſſen. Saue your ſelfe my Lord. 
The Ocean ouer-peering of his liſt. 
Eates not the flats with more impetuous haſt 
Then young Laertes ima riotous head ö 
Ore-beares your Officers :the rabble call him Lord, 
And as the wotld were now but to beginne, 
Antiquity forgot, cuſtome not knowne, | 
The — and props of euery word, 
The cry chooſe we, Laertes ſhall be King, 
Cope fam and rongues applau'd it tothe clouds, 


* 
— — 
— * — 


Laertes ſhall be King, Laertes Kin oge 
Oe How Tb. 7 my the falſe traile they "_ A _ within 


his is counter, you falſe Daniſh doyges. 
Enter Laertes with others. 

King, The doores are broke. Rs. 
Laer. here is this King ? firs ſtand you all without. 1 
eAll. No lets come io, 
Laer. I ptay you giue meeleaue. 

All. We will, we will. 


Laer, Ithanke you: keepe the deore, O chou vile King, 
Giue me my father. 


Quee, Calmely good Laertes. | 
Laer. That drop of blood thats calme proclaimes me Bats N. 
Cries cuckold to my ſather, brands the Harlot =: 
en heere betweene the chaſt vnſmerched browe „ 
my true mother. 

King What js the cauſe Laertes 

That thy rebellion lookes = Giant-like & 


— —-  -1 _—— 


- And like the kin 
Repaſt them with my blood. 
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Let him 825 Gertrard, do not feare our perſon, 
' There's ſuch divinity doth hedge a King, 


Thar treaſon cannot peepe to what it would, 
AQ's little of his will, tell me Laerres 


Why chou art thus incenſt, let him goe Gertrard, 


Sprake man. 

Laer. Where is my father ? 
King. Dead. 

Quee. But not by him, 

King. Let him demaund his fill, 

Lier. How came he dead? lle not be iugled with, 
To hell alegtance, vowes to the blackeſt diuell, 
Conſcience and grace, tothe profoundeſt pit 
I dare damnation, to this poynt I ſtand, 


That both the worlds I giue to negligence, 


Let come what comes, onely I le be reuengd 
Moſt throughly ſor my father. 
Ning. Who ſhall ſtay you? 
Lr. My will, not all the worlds : 
And for my meanes lle husband them ſo well, 
The ſhall goe farre with littlc. 
King. Good Laertes, if you defire to know the certaimy 
Of your deere father, iſt wiit in your revenge, 
That ſoope- ſtak e, you will draw both friend and foc 


Winner and looſer, 


Laer. None but his enemies. 

King, Will you know them then ? 

Laer. To his gory friends thus wide le ope my armes, 

life-rendering Pelican, p 1 
King Why now youſpeake 

Like a yood child and a rrue Gentleman. 

That I Im guiltleſſe of your fathers death, 

And am m»tſenciblein griefe for it, 

It ſhall as leuell to your iudgement peare 


As day dooes to your eye. A noyſe withis, 


Enter Ophelia. 
Lie-. Let her come in. 
Now now what noyſe is chat ? 


— — — — — ——U— — 
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His beard was as white as ſnow, 


Prince of Denmarks. 


O heate, dry vp my braines, teates ſcauen times ſalt 
Burne out the ſence and vertue of mine 


By heauen thy madnes ſhall be payd ab 


Tell our ſcale turne the beame. O Roſe of May, bY 
Deere mayd,kind ſiſter, ſweet Ophelia, 4 
O heauens,iſt poſſible a young maids wits f 
Should be as mortall as a poore mans lifel ed 
Ophe. They bore him bare-fac'd on the Beere, Song. 
And in his graue rain d many a teare, 
Fare you well my Dove. 
.Laer, Hadſt thou thy wits, and did Rt perſwade revenge 
It could not mooue thus, | ” Mg 
Ophe. You muſt ſing a downe a doune, 
And you call him a downe.a. O how the wheele hecomes it, 
It is the falſe Steward that ſtole his Maiſters daughter, 
Laer. This nothing's more then matter. 4] 
Ophe. There's Roſemary, that for retnembrance,pray you loue re. 
member, and there is Pancies, thats ſor thoughts. =] 
Laer. A document in madnes,thoughtsand remembrarce fitted. 
Ophe, There's Fennill for you, and Colembiues theres Rewe for 
you, & hecre's ſome for me, we — call it herbe of Grace a Sondaies, 
you may weare your Rewe w'th a difference, there's a Daſie, I would 
giue you ſome Violets, but they witherd all whea my Father dyed, 
tliey ſay a made a good end. / | 
For bonny ſweet Robin is all my ioy. | 
Lear. Thought and afflictions, paſſion, hell it ſelfe WE 
She turnes to fauour and to prettineſſe. . 
Ophe. And will a not come againe, | Song. . 
And will a not come againe, 44 15 
No, no, he is dead, goe to thy death bed, 
He neuer will come againe. 


Flaxen was his pole, 

He is gone, he is gone, and we caſt away mone, * 
God a mercy on Fis ſoule, and all Chi ſoules, 
God buy you, . 


Lear. Boe you this O God. 


1 


» 


King, Laertes,] muſt commune with your griefe, 
Or you deney me right, goe * part, 
1 | L's 


Make 


— 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 
M. ke choice of whome your wiſeſt friends you will, 


And they ſhall heare and iudge twixt you and me, 
If by direct ot by colaturall hand 


—— 
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They find vs toucht, we will our kindome giue, 


Our c1 owne,our life, and all that we call ours 


Wie To you in ſatisfaction ; bur ifnor, 


And where th Offenee is, let the great axe fall. 


Be you content to lend your patience to vs, 
And we ſhall ioyntly labour with your ſoule 
To giue it due content. 

Laer. Let this be ſo. 


His meanes of death, his obſcure funerall, 


No trophæ, ſword. nor hachment ore his bones, 

No noble tight, nor formall oſtentation, 

Cry to be heard as twere from heauen to earth, 

That I mult call t in queſtion. : 
Kin. So you ſhall, : 


I pray you goe with me. Exeunt. 
Enter Horatio and others, 
Hors. What are they that would ſpeake with me? 


Gen. Sca-faring men ſir, they ſay they haue Letters for you, 
Hors, Let them come in. * 


I doe not know from what part of the world 
I ſhould be greeted. If not from Lord Hamlet. Enter Sajler; 
Say. God bleſſe you ſir. 
Hora. Let him bleſſe thee to. Oo 
Say. A ſhall fir and pleaſe him, there's a Letter for you fir, it came 
from i Embaſſador that was bound for England, if your natne bee 
Horatio, as I am let to know it is, 


Hor. Horatio, when thou ſhalt haue ouer- look t this giue theſe fel- 


lowes ſume meanes to the King, they haue Letters for him: Ere wee 


were two daies old at Sea, a Pytat of very warlike appointment gaue 
vs chaſe, finding our ſelues too ſlow of ſaile, we put on a compelled 
valour, and inthe grapple Iboorded them, on the inſtant they got 
cleere of our ſhip, 2 [ alone became their priſoner, they haue dealt 
wich me like theeues of mercy, but they knew what they did: I am to 
doe a turne for them, let the King haue the Letters I haue ſent, and 
repayre thou to mee with as much ſpeed as thou wouldſt fly death. 
I haue words to ſpeake in thine eate wil make thee dumbe, yet _ 

they 
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Prince of 8 | 


. mueh too light for the bord of the matter, theſe good fellowen 
bing thee where I am, Roſencrans and Gailderſterne hold their 
courſe for England, of them I haue much to tell thee, farwell. 
Ss that thou knoweſt thing Hamlet. 
Hora, Come I will make you way for theſe your lettess, ö 
And doo t the ſpeediet that you may direct me . 
To him from whome you brought them. Exe, 


Enter King and Laertes. 

King. Now muſt y our conſcience my acquittance ſeale, 
And you muſt put me in your heart for friend, 
Sith you haue heard and with a knowing care, 
That he which hath your noble fatherſlajne 
Purſued my life. 

Lar. It well appeares: but tell me 
Why you proceede not againſt theſe teates 
So criminall and ſo capitall in nature, 
As by your ſafety, greatnes, wiſdome, all things els, 
You mainly were ſtirrd vp. — 

King. O for two ſpeciall reaſons | | | 
Which may to you perhaps ſeeme much vnſinnow t. | 
But yet to me tha'r (t: ong,the Queene his mother WIS 
Nes almoſt by his lookes, and for my ſelfe, „ 
My vertue or my plague, be it either which, 55 
She is ſo concliue to my life and ſoule, 
That as the fiarre mooues not but in his ſphere 
I could not but by her, the other motiue, 
Why to a publique coent | might not goe, 
Is the great loue the generall gender beare him, 
Who dipping all his faults in their affection, 
Worke like the ſpring that turueth wood to ſtone, 
Conuert his Giues to graces,ſo that my artowes 
Too ſlightly tymbered for ſo loued armes, 
Would haue reuerted to my bow againe, 
But not where I haue aym'd them. 

Laer. And ſo haue Ia noble father lofty. 
A imer driuen into deſperat termes, 
VVnoſe worth, if prayſes may goe backe Leine f 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet : 
Stood challenger on mount of all the age 


For her perſections, but my revenge will come. 
King. Breake not your ſleepes for that, you muſt not thinke 


That we ate made of ſtuffe ſo flat and dull, 


That we can let our berd be ſhooke with danger, 
And thinke it paſtime, you ſhorcly ſhall heare more, 
Ilou d your father, and we loue our ſelſe, 

And that I hope will teach you to imagine. 


Enter a Meſſenger with Letters. 

Meſſe, Theſe to your Maieſty, this to the Queene. 

King, From Hawlet,who brought them? | 

Meſſe, Saylers my Lord they ſay, I ſaw them not, 
They were giuen me by ¶ landio, he receiued them 
Of him that brought them. | 

King. Laertes you ſhall hcare them: leaue vs. 
High and mighty,you ſhall know I am ſet naked on your kingdome, 
to morrow ſhall | begge leaue co ſee your kingly eyes, when I ſhall, 
firſt aaking you pardon, there-ynto recount the occaſion of my ſud- 
dainegerurne. | 

Kmg. What ſhould this meane, are all the reſt come backe, 
Or is it ſome abuſe,and no ſuch thing? 

Laer. Know you the hand? 

King, Tis Hamlets caracter. Naked, 


* 


And in a poſtſcript here he ſaies alone, 


1 


Can you deuiſe me? 
Laer. I am loſt in it my Lord, but let him come, 
It warmes the very ſicknes in my heart 


That live and tell him to his teeth, 


Thus didſt thou. 

King, If ic be ſo Laertes, 

As how ſhould it be ſo, how otherwiſe, 

Will you be rul d by me? | * 
Laer. Imy Lord, ſo you will not ore- rule me to a peace. 
King. To thine owne peace, if he be now returned, 

As the King at his voyage, and that he meanes, 

No more to vnder take it, l will worke him 

To an exployt, now ripe in my deuiſe, 

Vader the which he ſhall not chooſe but fall: 


And 
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And for his death no wind of blame ſhall breathe, 
But even his mother ſhall vncharge the practiſe, 
And call it accedent. 

Laer. My Lord I will be rul'd, 

The rather if you could deuiſe it fo 
That I might be the organ. 

King. It falls right, | 
You haue beenetalke of fince your trauaile much, 
And that in Hamlets hearing fora quality 
Whercin they ſay you ſhine, -=_ ſumme of parts 
Did not together plucke ſuch enuy from him 
As did that one, and that in my regard 
Of the vuworthieſt fiedge. 

Leer. What part is that my Lotd ? 

King, A very riband in the cap of youth, 

Yet needfull too, for youth no leſſe becomes 

The light and — livery that it weares 
Then ſettled ape, his ſables, and his weedes 
Importing hezkc and grauenes; two monthes fince 
Heere was a Gentleman of Normandy, 

I have ſeene my ſelſe, and ſetud againſt the French, 
And they can well on horſe-backe, but this Gallane 
Had witch-craft in t, he grew vnto his ſcare, 

And to ſuch wondrous'dooing brought his horſe, 
As had he becne incorp'ſi, and demy- natur d 

With the braue bea, ſo farre he topt me thought, 
That I in forgery of ſhapes and tricks 

Come ſhort of what he did. 

Laer, A Norman walt? 

King, A Norman. | 

Laer, Vpon my life Lamord. _. 

King. The very lame. 

Laer. I know him, well he is the brooch indeed 
And lem of all the Nation. 

King. He made conſeſsion of you, 

And gaue you ſuch a maiſterly report 

For art and exerciſe in your defence, 
And for your Rapicr moſt eſpeciall, 

That hecryd out t would be a ſight indeed 
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If one could match you; the Scrimers of their nation 
Ne ſwore had neither motion, guard, nor eye, 

| If you oppoſ'd them; fir this report of his 
Did Hamlet lo enuenom with his enuy, 


That he could nothing do, but wiſh and beg 


Vour ſodaine comming ore to play with you. 
Nou out of this. 


Laer. What out of this my Lord ? 


King. Laertes was your father, deere to you?: 
Or are you like the painting of a ſorrowe, 
A face without a heart? 


Laer. Why aske you ehis ? 
King. Not that I thinke you did not loue your father, 


But that Iknow, loue is begunne by time, - 


And that I ſee in paſſages of proote, 

Time quallifies the ſparke and fire of it, 

There livel within the very flame of loue 

A kind of weeke or ſnuffe that will abate it, 

And nothing is at a like goodnes till, 

For goodnes growing to a pluriſie, . 

Dies in his owne too much, that we would doe 
We ſhould doe when wee would: for this would changes, 
And hath abatements and delayes as many, 

As there ate tongues, are hands, are accedents, 

And then this ſhould is like a ſpend-tbrifts ſigh, 


That hurrs by eaſing ; but to the quicke of th vlcer, 


Hamlet comes back what would you vndertake 
To ſhow your ſelfe indeed your fathers ſenne 
More then in words? 

Laer. To cut his throat i th Church- 

King. No place indeede ſhould murther ſanctuarize, 
Reuengde ſhould haue no bounds : but good Laerres 
Will you doe this, 2 cloſe within your chamber 
Hamlet return d, ſhall know you are some home, 
Weele put on thoſe ſhall praiſe your excellence, 

And ſet a double variiiſh on the fame 
The french man gaue vou bring you in in fine together 
And wager ore your heads; he being remiſſe, 


Moſt generous, and free from all contriuing, 
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Printe of Dewnarke, 
Will not peruſe the ſoyles, ſo that with caſe, 

Or with alittle ſhuffling, you may chooſe 

A ſword vnbated, and in a pace of practiſe, 

Requite him for your Father, 

Laer. Iwill doot, 1 

And for the purpoſe, lle annoynt my ſword. 

I bought an Lay of a — 

So mortal, that but dippe a kniſe in it, 

Where ic drawes blood, no Cataplaſ ne ſo rare 

Collected from all ſinples that haue vertue 

Vnder the Moone, can ſaue the thing from death 

That is but ſcratcht withall, lle tutch my point ; 

With this contagion , that if I gall him ſſightly, it may be death. 

King, Lets further thinke of this. | 

Wey what conuciance both of rime and meancs 

May fit vs to our ſhape if this ſhould fayle, 

And that our drift looke through our bad performance, 

Twere better not aſſayd. Therefore this proeieQ, 

Should haue a backe or ſecond that might hold 

If this did blaſt in prooſe; ſoft let me ſee, 

Wee le make a ſolemne wager on your cunnings, 

] hau't,when in your motion you are hote and dry, 

As make your bouts more violent to that end, 

And that he calls for drinke, Ile haue preferd him 

A Cha'lice for the once, whereon but ſipping, 

If he by chance eſcape your venom d ſtucke, 

Our purpoſe may hold therc;bur ſtay, what noyſe: 


Enter Cneene. 
Qwuee. One woe doth tread vpon anothers heele, 
So faſt they follow; your Siſters drownd Laertes. 
Laer. Drown'd,O where? | | 
＋ 2 There is a Willow growes aſcaunt the Brooke. 
That ſhowes his hoary leaues in the glaſſy ſtreame, 
There with fantaſtique garlands did ſhe make 
Of Crovvflowers, Nettles, Daſies, and long Purples 
That liberall Shepheards giue a groſſer name, 
Bae our cull- cold maydes doe dead mens fingers call them. 
There on the pendant boughes her coronet weeds | 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 
Clambring to hanp,an euuious ſluer broke, 
When downe her weety trophæs and her ſelfe, 


Fell in the-weeping Brooke, her clothes ſpred wide, 
And Mermaide-like a while they bore, her vp, 


Which time ſhe chaunted [natches of old laudes, 


Ads one incapable of her owne diſtreſſe. 


Or like a creature natiue and indewed 
Vnto chat element, but long it could not be 


Till that her garments heauy with their drinke, 


Puld the poore wench from her melodious Jay 


To muddy death. 


Laer. Alas then is ſhedrownd. 
Que. Drownd,drownd, 
Lar. Too much of water haſt thou poere Ophelia, _ 


And therefore I forbid my teares; but yet 
It is our tricke, natute her cuſtome holds, 


Let ſhame ſay what it will, When theſe are gone, 
The woman will be out. Adiew my Lord, 


I haue a ſpeecha fire that faine would blaſe, 


Cum. Giuemeleaue, here lies the water, good, here ſlands the 


But that this folly drownes ic Exit. 


Ling. Let's follow Gerirard, | 
How mucli I had to doe to calme his rage, 
Now feare Ithis will giue it ſtart againe, 


Therefore lets follow. Exennt. 


s | Enter two ¶ lownes, _- 
Clowne, Is ſhe to be buried in Chriſtian buriall,when ſhe wilfully 
ſeekes her owne ſaluation? 


Otte. I tell thee ſhe is,therfore make her graue ſtraight, the crow- 
ner hath ſate on her, and finds it Chriſtian bnriall. 


low, How can that be, vnleſſe ſhe drown'd herſclfe in her owne 
defence. 

Oth. Why tis found ſo. 

Clow. It muſt be ſo offended, i cannot ge elſe, for heere lyes the 
poynt,if 1 drowne my ſelfe wittingly, it argues an act, and an ad hach 
three branches, it is to act, to doe, to performe, or all ſhe drownd her 
ſelfe wittingly. N 
Oth. Nay, but heare you good man deluer. 
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man, good, if the man goe to this water & drownehimſelfe, it le will 
he, nill be, h 


his owne death. ſhortens nat his owne life. | 
Oth. But is this law? | Dt 
(ow. I marry i t,Crowners queſt law. . » 


5 
Otb. Will you ha the truth ant, if this had not beene a gentle wo- 


man, ſhe ſhould haue bin buried out a Chriſtian buriall. 
Clow. Why there thou ſayſt, and the more pitty that great folke 


ſhould haue countenance in this world to dron ox hang themſelues, 
more then their euen Chtiſten: Come my ſpade, there is no aunei- 
ent gentlemen but Gardners, Ditchers, aud Graue- makers, they hold 


vp Adams profeſſion. 
Oth. Was he a gentleman? | 
Clow, A was the fitht that euer bore armes. 


Ile pur another queſtion to thee, if thou anſwereſt me not to the pur 


poſe, conteſſe thy ſelſe. WM 
Oth, Goeto. | : 


Claw. what is he that builds ſtrouger then either the Maſon, the | 


Shipwright,or the Carpenter, 


Oth, the gallowes-maker, for that out- liues a thouſand tennants, 
Clow. Tlike thy wit well in good faith, the gallowes doocs well, 


but how dooes it well: It dooes well to thoſe that do ill, now thou 
dooſt ill to ſay the gallowes is built ſtronger chen che Church,argal, 
the gallowes may doe well to thee. Toot againe,come. 


Other. Who buildes ſtronger then a Maſon, a Shipwright, ors 


Carpenter. - 
low, I, tell me that and ynyoke. 
Oth Marry now I can tell. 
Oth. Toor, 
Clow Maſſe I cannot tell. 


Pp 


Clow, Cudgell thy braines no more about it, for your dull aſſe win 
not mend his pace with beating, and when you are askt this 12 [” 


next, ſay a graue-maker,the houtcs he makes laſt tell Doom 

Goe get thee in and fetch me a ſoope ot liquer. Se 

In — th when I did loue did loue, Song. 
e thought it was very ſweet 

To contradt O the time for amy behoue, 


O me thought there a was nothing a meet. 


— day. 
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e goes, marłe you that, but if the water come to him, and 
drowne him, he drownes not himſelfe, argall, he that is not guilty of 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 
Enter Hamlet and Horatio 1 
Ham Has this fellow no feeling of his buſines ? a ſings in graue- 
making | ” 
| Hors. Cuftome hath made it in him a pr of ealines, 
Hs. Tis cen ſo, the 1 of = imploiment hath the daintier ſence 
low. But age with dis ſtealing flepp' Fang. | 
C hath - Ant mee in his 1 rw 
And bath ſhipped me into the land, 
as if I had neuer beene ſuch, 
Ham. That skull had a tongue in it, and could fing ence, how th 
knaue iowles it to the ground, as if twere Camgg ia w- bone, that did 
the firſt murder: this might he 5 pate of a polliticiã, which this Aſſe 
now ore · reaches. one that would circumuent God, might it not? 
Hora. It might my Lord. 5 

Ham. Or of a Courticr, which could ſay good morrow my Lord: 
how doſt thou ſweet Lord? This might be my Lord ſuch a one, that 
praiſed my lord ſuch a ones horſe whe a ment to beg it: might it nor? 

Hora. I my Lord, 

Ham. Why een fo, & now my Lady wormes Choples, & knockt 
about the mazer with a Sextens ſpade ; heer's fine revolution and 
we had the trick to ſee t, did theſe bones coſt no more the breeding, 
but to play at loggits with them: mine ake to thinke ont. 

(un. A pickax and a ſpade a ſpade, Song. 
for and a ſhrowding ſheet, 
© a pit of Clay for to be made 
for ſuch a gueſt is meer, 

Haw, There's another, why may not that be the skull of a lawyer? 
where be his quiddities now, hisquillities, his caſes, his tenurs, & his 
erickes ? why dooes he ſuffer this mad knaue now to knock him 1- 
bout the ſconce with a durty ſhouell, and will not tell him of his acti- 
on oſ battery: hum, this fellow might be ins time a great buyer of 
Land, with his Statutes, his recogniſances, his fines, his double vou- 
chers, his recoueries, to haue his fine pate full of fine durt: will you- 
chers youch him no more of his purchaſes & doubles then the length 
and breadth of a 26 of Indentures? The vety conueyancespt his 


Lands will ſcarceiy lye in this box, and muſt ch inheritor himſelfe 
haue no more ? ha, 


Hora. Not a iot more my Lord. 
Ham. Is not parchment made of ſheepe-skinnes ? 


Hor, 
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Fora. I my Lord, and of Calue-skinnes too. 

Ham. They are Sheepe and Calues which ſeeke out affurance i in 
that, I will ſpeaketo this fellow, Whole graue s this furra? | 

Clow, Mine fir,or a pit ofclay for to be made, 

Ham I thinke it be thine indeede forthou lyeſt in t. 

Clow' You lye out ont ſit, and therefore tis not yours; for my part 
I doe not lye in t, yet it is mine. 

Haw Thou doſt lye int to be in t and ſay it is thine, tis for che 
dead. not for the q 3 therefore thou hyeſt. 


Com. Tis a quicke lye fir, twill away againe from me to you. 1 


Haw. What man doſt thou digge it for? 
Clow. For no man fir. 
Has. What woman then? | 
Elow. For none neither. | fl. 
Ham. Who is to be buried in't? | 
(low, One that was a woman fir, but reſt her ſoule ſhee dead · 
Ham. How abſolute the knaue is, we muſt ſpeake by the card, ot 
equiuocatien will yndoo vs. By the Lord Horatio, this three yeares I 
haue tooke note of it, the age is growne fo picked, hat the toc of the 
peſant comes ſo neere the heele of the Counter he galls his kybe. 
How long haſt thou bene a Graue- maker? 
Clo. Of the dayes i th yeate I came too t that day that our lat 
King Hamlet ouercame Fartinbraſſe. 
am. How long is that ſince ? 
Cle. Cannot you tell that? euery fools can tell that, it was that 
very day that young Hamlet was borne: he that is mad and ſent] into 
England. 
Hams. I matry why was he fent into England? 
Clow. Why — a was mad': a ſhall tecouer his wits here. t if 
a doe not, tis no great matter there, 
Ham, Why? {as hee, 
(1ow,Twill not be ſeene in him there, there the are men as 1s mad 
Him, How came he mad ? 5 
Clow, Very ſtrangely they ſay, 
Har. How ſtrangely? 
Clow. Faith eene with looſing his wits, 
Ham. Vpon what ground? * 
Clow, Why heere in Denmarke: I haue beene Sexton heete man 
and boy yeares. 
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Haw, How long will a man lie i th earth ere he roi? 

" (low. Faith if a be not rotten before a die, as we haue many 
kie corſcs, that will ſcarce hold the laying in, a will laſt vou 1 
eight ycare,or nine yeare. A Tanner will laſt you nine yeare, * 

"Ham, W hy he more then another? 

 Clow. Why ſir, his hide is ſo tand with his trade, that a will keepe 
out water a great while; & your water is a ſore decayer of your whor- 

ſon dead body, heer's a [cull now hath lyen you ith earth 23. yeares. 
Ham. Whoſe was it? | 
( Low, A whorſon mad fellowes it was, whoſe FR youthink it was? 
Ham, Nayl know not. 

( low. A peſtilence on him for a mad rogue, a pourd a flagon of 
Reniſh on my head once; this ſame skull ſir, was fir Toric & skull, the 
Kings leſter. | 

», This? 

(ier. Een that. 

Ham. Alas poore Voricbe, l knew him Horatio, a Ae of infinite 
jeſt, of moſt excelent fancy, hee hath bore me on his backe a thou- 

ſand times, and now how abhorred in my imagination it is: my gorge 

liſes at it. Here hung thoſe lyppes that I haue kiſt I know not how 

oft: x here be your vibes now ? your gamboles, your ſongs, your fla- 
ſhes of merrimvent, that were wont to ſet the tabte on a roare, not one 

no to mocke your owne grinning, quite chopfalne. Now get you 
to my Ladies table, and tell her, let her paint an inch thicke, to this fa- 

uour ſhe muſt come, make her laugh at that. 

Prethee Horatio tell me ane thing. 

Hora. What's that my Lordz 0 | 

Ham. Dooſi tliou thinke Ale varder lookt a this faſhon i th earch? 
” Hora, Een lo. 

Ham. Ancimelr ſodah. 

Hora. Een ſo my Lord. 

Haw, To what baſe vſes we may returne Horatio Why may not 
imagination trace the noble duſt of Alexander, till a find it ſtopping 
a bunghole? 
Hora, Twere to conſider too curiouſly to conſider ſo. 
Han. No faith, not a iot. but to follow him thether with modeſty 
enough and likelihood to lead it. Alexander died, Alexander was 
buried, Alexander returneth to duſt, the Cuſt is earth, of earth wee 
male Lome, & why of that Lome whereto he was canuerted, might 


| they 
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They not floppe a Beare-barrell? | 
Imperious Ceſar dead, and turn d to Clay, 
Might ſtoppe a hole, to keepe the wind away. 
O that that earth which kept the world in awe, 
Shoulp patch a wall t expell the waters flaw. 
But ſoft, but ſott av hile, here comes the King, 
The Queene, the courticrs, who is this they follow? 
And with ſuch maimed rites?this doth betoken, 
The cotſe they follow, did with deſprat hand 
Foredoo it owne life, tas of ſome eſtate, 
Couch we a while and marke, 0 
' Laer, What Ceremony elſe? 


Enter Kong 
Quce. L 
and the corſe. 


Ham, That is Læertes a very noble youth, make. 


Laer. What Ceremony elſe? 


Dett, Her obſequies haue beene as farre ivlarg d 


As we haue warranty,her death was doubtſull, 
And but that grgat command ore-ſwayesthe order, 
She ſhould in ground vnſanctified beene lodg d 
Till the laſt trumpet : for charitableprayers, 
Flints and peebles ſhould be throwne on her: 
Yet heere ſhe is allow'd her virgin Crants, 
Her mayden ſtrewments, and the bringing home 
Otbell and buriall. 

Lier. Muſt there no more be doone? 

Dot No more be doone. . 
We ſhould prophane the feruice of the dead, 
To ling a Requiem and ſuch reſt to her 
As to peace-parted ſoules. 

Lier. Lay her i th earth, 
And from ner faire and vnpolluted fleſh 


May Violets ſpring: I tell thee churliſh Prieſt, 


A miniſtring Angell ſhall my filter be 
When thon lyeſt howling. 
Ham. What, the faire Ophelia. 
Que. Sweets to the ſweet, farewell, 
Ihop't thou ſhould ſt haue beene my Hamlets wiſe, 


I thought thy bride- bed to haue deckt ſweet maide, 


And not haue ſtrew d thy graue. 
1] aer, Oucbble woe 


. 


|: 


| 
1 
| 


Which let thy wiſedome feare; hold offt 


Sind ging his pate againſt the burning Zone 
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Fall tenne times double on that curſed head, 


Whoſe wicked deede thy moſt ingenious ſence | 


Depriued thee of, hold off the eatth a while, 
Till I haue caught her once more in mine armes; 


| Now pile your duſt vpon the quicke and dead, 
Till of this flat a mountaine yqu have made 


To'retop old Pelier,or the skyeſh head 
Ofblew Olympus, 
Ham, What is be whoſe griefe | 
Beares ſuch an Emphaſ/is,whoſe phraſe of ſorrow 
Conjures the wandrihg ſtarres,and makes them ſtand 


Like wonder wounded hearers ? tis I 
Hamlet the Dane. 


Laer. The Diuell take thy ſoule, 

Ham. Thou pray ſt not well, | prethee take thy fingers 
For though I am not ſpleenatiue raſh, (from my throat, 
Vet haue lin me ſomething dangerous, . 

hy bande 


King. Plucke them a ſunder. 

Quee Hamlet, Hamlet. 

All. Gentlemen. 

lors, Good my Lord be quiet. „ 

Ham. Why, I will fight with him vpon this theame 
Vntill my eye-lids will no longer wagge. 

Quee. O my ſonne, what theame? 

Ham. I lou d Ophelia:forty thouſand brothers 


Could not with all their quantity of loue 
Make vp my ſumme. What wilt thou doo for her. 


King. O he is mad Laertes, 
Qree. For loue of God forbeare him? 


Ham. S wounds ſhew me what th out doe: 
Woo t weepe, woo t fight, woo't faſt, woo t teare thy ſelfe, 
Woot drioke vp Efiil,cate a Crecadile 


Ve doo't:doolt come heere to whine? 


+ Toout-faceme with feaping in her graue, 


Be buried quicke with her,and ſo will I, 
And if thou prate of mountaines, let them threw 
Millions of Acres on vs, till our ground | 


(Make 
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Ma ke Offa like a wart, nay and thou lt mouth, 1 | 


Ile rant as well as thou, Wars 


Que. This is meere madneſſe, | K 


And this a while the fit will worke on him, 

Anon as patient as the female Doe 

When that her golden cuplets-are diſcloſed 

His filence will fit drooping. 
Ham. Heare you fir, : 

What is the — that you vſe me thus? 

I llou'd you euer, but ie is no ma:ter, 5 

Let Hercules himſelfe doe what he may 5 

The Cat will mew,a dogge will haue his day. Exit Ham, 
King. I pray thee good loratio waite ypon him. and Horatio. 

Strengthen yourpatience in our laſt nights ſpeech, 

Weele put the matter to the preſent puſh: 

Good Gertrard ſet ſome watch ouer your ſonne, 

This grauc ſhall haue aliuing monument, | 

An houre of quiet thereby ſhall we ſee 
Tell then in patience ourproceeding be. Fra. 


Enter Hamlet and Horatio, 
Ham. So much for this fir,now ſhall you ſee the other, 
You doe remember all the circumſtance, 
Hor. Remember it my Lord. 
Hays. Sir in my heart there was a kind offighting 
That would not let me ſleepe, me thought I lay 
Worſe then the mutines in the bilbo s, raſhly, 
And prayſd be raſhnes for it: let vs know, 
Our indiſcretion ſometime ſerues vs well 
When our deepe plots doe fall, and that ſhould learne vs 
Ther's a divinity that ſhapes our ends, EY 
Rough hew them how we will. © ©. 
Hora. That is moſt certaine, 
Han. Vp from my Cabin, = -« 
My ſea-gowne ſrarft about me in the darke 
Gropt1 to find out them, had my defire, 
Fingard their packet, and in fine withdrew 
To, mine owne roome againe,making - bold 


Y 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 
My feares forgetting manners to vnfold 
Their graund commiſſion; where I found Horatio 
A royall knavery, an exact command 
Larded with many ſeuetall ſorts of reaſons, 
Importing Denmarkes health, and Englands to, 
Wich hoe ſuch bugges and goblins in my life, 


That on the ſuperuiſe no leaſure bated, 


No not to ſtay the grinding of the Axe, 
My head ſhould be ſtrooke off. 
Hera. LIſt poſſible? 1 
Hem, Heetes the commmiſſion, read it at more leaſure, 
But wilt thou heare now how I did proceeda 


Hara. Ibeſeech yon. 


Ham. Being thus bo- netted round with villames, 
Or I could make a / wag; Joy to my braines, 
They had begunne the play, I ſat me downe, 


Deeuiſd a new commiſſion,wrote it faire, 


I once did hold it as our ſtatiſts das 
A biſeneſle to write faite, and labourd much 
How to forget that learning, but fir now 

It did me yemans ſeruice,wilt thou know 


Th effect ot hat I wrote? 


Hors. I good my Lord. 
Haw, An earneſt coniuration fromthe King, 


43s England was his faithfull tributary, 


As loue betweene them like the palme might floriſh, 
As peace ſhould ſtill her wheaten garland weare 
And and a Commetweene their amities, 


And many ſuch like, as fir of great charge, 


That on the view, and knowing of theſe contents, 
Without debatement further more or leſſe, 


He ſhould thoſe bearers put to ſuddaine deatb, 


Not ſhriuing time alow d. 


Hora, How was this ſeald⸗ 
Ham. Why euen in that was heauen ordmant, 
Thad my fathers ſignet in my purſe. 
Which was the model of that Daniſh ſeale, 


Folded the writyp in che forme of th'other, + 
Soubſcrib d it, gau t th impreſſion, plac d it ſafely, 
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Prince of Denmarke. 
The changling neuer knownet now the next day 
Was our As Fr and what tothis was ſequent 
Thou knoweſt alteady. = :- 
| Hora. So Guylderſterne and Roſencraus goe too. 
Ham. They are not neere my conſcience;their defeat 
Dooes by their owne infinuat:on grote, 
Tis dangerous hen the baſer nature comes 
Berweene the paſſe and fell inceuced poynts 
Oſmighty oppoſits. 
Hora, Why what a King is this! | 
Ham, Dooes it not thinke thee ſand me now yppon ? 1-14 
Hee that hath kild my King, and whor d my mother, | 
Pop't in betweene the Ml. on and my hopes, | 
'Throwne out his Angle for my proper life, T0 | 
Aud with ſuch coſaage, i Nl not perlect conſcicnce? 4, | 
Enter a( ourtier. | 
Cour, Your Lordſhippeis right welcome backe to Denmarke, 
Ham. I humbly thanke you fir, 
Doo't know this water-fly? 
Hora. Nomy good Lord, SEED 2 
Ham. Thy ſtate is the more gratious , for tis a vice to know him, 
He hath much land and fertill : let abeaſt be Lord of beaſts, and his | 
erb ſhall ſtand at the Kings meſle, tis a chough , but as I ſay , ſpaci- 
ous in the poſſeſs ion of durt. : 1 | 
Cour. Sweet Lord, if your Lordſhippe were at Leaſure, I ſhould 
impart a thing to you from his Maieſty. : 1 
Ham. I will receiue it fir with all dilligence of ſpirrit, your bonnet 
to his right vſe, tis for the head. : : | 
Cour. I thanłe your Lord ſhip, it is very hot. | -1 
Ham, No bele eue me, tis very cold, the wind is Northerly. i 
Cour. It is indifferent cold my Lord indeed, | 
Ham, But yet me thunkes it is very ſoultry and hot, or my com- 
plexion. 


( our, Exceeding my Lord, itis ver ſoultry, as t'were I cannot 
tell how:my Lord 25 l 


ueſty bad me fignifie to you, chat a has layed 
a great wager on your head, fir this is the matter. 
Ham. I beſeechyouremember, .. : 
(e Nay good my Lord for my eaſe in good faith, fir here isnewly 
come to court Laerter,belecue me an abſolute gentlemã, full of us 
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The Travedy of Hamlet 


excellent differences, of very ſoft ſaciety, and great ſho wing: in- 
deede to ſpeake feelingly of him, he is the card or kalender of Gent- 


try : for you ſhall finde in him the continent of what pare a Gentle- 


man would ſee. 


Ham. Sir, his definement ſuffers no perdition in you, though I 
know to devide him inuentorially, would dizzieth'arithmeticke of 


memoiy, and yet but ra neither, in reſpect of his 3 ſaile, but 


in the verity of extolment, I take him to be a ſoule of great article, 


and his infuſion of ſuch dearth and rareneſſe, ns to make true dixion 


of him, his ſemblable is his mirrour, and who els would trace him, 


kes molt infallþly of him. 


Cour. Your Lordſhip ſpea 


Hl. Theconcernancy fir, why do wee Map the Gentleman in 
- our more rawer breath? 3 N 


Cour. Sir. | 


Hora. Iſt not poſſible to vnderſtand in another tongue „you will 
doo t fir really. 


Ham. What imports the nomination of this Gentleman ? 
Cour. Of Laeries. 


Hora, His purſe is empty already, alls golden words are ſpent. 


Ham. Of him fir, 


Cour. Iknow you are not ignorant. 
Haw, I would you did fir, yet in fayth if you did, it would not 
much approoue me, well fir, 
Cour. Lou are ignorant of what excellence Laertes is. 
Ham, I dare not confeſle that, leaſt J ſhould compare with him 
in excellence, but to know a man well, were to know him(clfe. 


eur. I meane ſu for this weapon, but in the imputation layd on 
him by them in his meed, hee's vnfellowed. | 


Ham, What's his weapon? 
ur. Rapiar and Dagger. 
Ham. That's two of his weapons, but well. 
Cour. The King fir hath wagerd with him fix Barbary horſes a- 
gainſt the which he has impaund as I take it fix french Rapicrs and 
oynards, with their aſsignes, as girdle, hanger and fo. Three of the 
cariages in faith, are very deare to fancy, very reſponſiue to the hilts, 
moſt dilicate carriages, and of very libetall conceit, 
Ham. What call you the carriages ? 


Hera. Iknew you muſt be cdified by the margent ere you had 
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done. 
Cour. The carriage ſir are the bangers. 


Ham. The phraſe would be more German to the matter if wee 


could catry a Cannon by our ſides, I would it might be hangers till 
then, but on, fix Barbary horſes '2gainſt ſix french ſwords their aſ- 
ſignee, and three liberall conceited carriages ,that s the French bet 
againſt the Daniſh, _ is this all you call it? „„ 
Cour. The King ſir, hath laid fir, that in a dozen paſſes betweene 
your ſelfe and him, hee ſhall not exceede you three hits, hee hath 
layd on twelue for nine, and it would come to immediate tryall, if 
your Lordſhippe would vouchſafe the auſwere. ; 
Ham. How if l anſavere no? 1 
Cour. I meane my Lord the oppoſition of your perſon in tryall. 
Ham. Sir will walke heere in the hall, If it pleaſe his Maieſty, it 


is the breathing time of day with mee, let the foyles be brought, the 


Gentleman wilinge, and the Kinge hold his purpoſe; I will winne 
for him and I can, if not I will gaine nothing but my ſhame, and the 
odde hits. x 3.52 
Cour. Shall I deliucr you ſo? 
Hams. To this effect ſir, after what floriſh your nature will. 
Cour. I commend my duty to your Lordſhippe. 
Ham, Yours doo's well to commend it himſelfe, there are no 
tongues els for s rume. 3 i 
Hora. This Lapwing runnes away with the ſhell on his head. 
Ham A did ſo fur with his dugge before a ſuckt it, thus has he and 
many more of the ſame bicede that I know the droſſy age dotes on, 
onely got the tune of the time, and out of an habit of inconnter, a 
kind of miſty collection, which carryes them thiough and through 
the molt prophane and trennowned opinions, and doe but biowe 
them to their tr yall, the bubbles ate out | | 


1 
4 
. 


| Exter a Lord. 5 

Lord. My Lord, his Maieſty commended him to you by younge 

Oſtriche, who brings backe to him that you attend him in the hall, 

hee {ends to know if your pleaſure hold to play with Laertes,or tiat 
you will take longer time? | EE 


Ham lam conſtant to my purpoſes, they follow the Kingsplea- | | 


ſure, if his fitnes ſpeakes, mine is ready : now or whenſocuer , pro- 
uided [ be ſo able as now, g 2 | 
| — By Emo} 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 


Id. The King and Queene and all are comming downe. 


- Ham, In happy time, : 
L. d. The Qieene defires you to vie ſome gentle entertainment 


to Leerter, before you goe to play. 


Hem, Shee well inſtructs me, 


Hora. Lou will looſe my Lord. : 


Ham. I dos not thinke fo, fince hee went into France, I haue bin 
in continuall praiſe, I ſhall winne at the ods ; thou would net 


| Chinke how ill alls heere about my heart, but it is no matter. 


Hora. Nay good my Lord. 

Ham, It is but foolery, bur it is ſuch a kinde of game-giuing, as 
would perhaps trouble a woman. 

Hora, If your mind diſlike anything, obay it. I will foreſtall their 


repaire hether and ſay you are not fit. 


Ha, Not a whit we defie augury, there is ſpeciall providence in 


the fall of a Sparrowe, if it be, tis not to come, if it bee not to come, 


it will be now, if it bee not now, yet it will come, the readines is all, 
fince no man of ought hee leaues, knowes what iſt to leaue betimes, 


let bee. 


A tableprepard, Trampets, Drums and Officers with Cuſhions, 
King, Queene, and all the ſtate Foiles, Daggers, and Laertes. 


King, Come Hamlet, come and take this hand from me. 
Ham. Giue me your pardon fir, I haue done you wrong, 
Bur pardon'c as you are a Gentleman, this preſence knowes, 


And you muſt needs haue heard, how I am puniſhe 


With a ſore diſtraction: what I haue done 

That might your nature, honor, and exception 
Roughly awake | heere proclaime was madnes, 
Walt Hamlet wronged Laertes? neuer Hamlet, 

If Hamlet from himſelfe be tane away, 

And when hee's not himſelfe, doo's wrong Leertes, 


Then Hamlet doo's it not, Hamlet denies it, 


Who dooes it then ? his madaes, Iſt be fo, 
Hamlet is ofthe ſaction that is wronged, 

His madneſſe is poore Hamlets enemie, 

Let my diſclaiming from a purpoſ d euill, 

Free me ſo farre in your molt generous thoughts 
That I haue ſhot my arrowe ore the houſe 
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Prince of Denmarte. 
And hurt my brother, 

Leer. lam ſatisfied in nature, 

Whoſe motiue in this caſe ſhould ſtitre me moſt 

To my reuendge,but in my tearmes of honor 
- Iſtand aloote,and will no reconcilement, 

Till by ſome elder Maiſters of knowne honor 

I haue a voyce and preſident of peace 

To my name vugor'd: but all that time 

I doe reeciue your offerd loue, like loue, 

And will not wrong it. 

Hem, Iembiaccit freely, and will this brothers wager | 
ſranckly play. 
Give vs the files. 

Laer. Come,one for me. | 
Ham. Ile be your foile Laertes,in mine ignorance is 
Your skill ſhall like a ſtarre ithdarkeſt night | 
Stick fiery of indeed. | | 

Laer. Tou mocke me fir, 

Haw. No by this hand. . 

ng. Giue them the foiles young Oftricke,cofin Ham. 
Youknow the wager, 

Ham. Very well my Lord. 

Your grace has layde the ods a'th weaker fide. 

King. I doe not feare it, I haue ſcene you both, 

But ſince he is better, we haue therefore ods. 

Laer. This is to heauy: let me ſee another. 

Nam. This likes me well, cheſe ſoiles haue all a length. 

Oſtr. I my good Lord. 

King, Set me the ſtoopes of tine vpon the table, 

If Hamlet giue the firſt or ſecond hit, 

Or quit in anſwer of the third exchange. 

Let all the battlements their ordnance fire. 1 
The King ſhall drinke to Hamlets bettet breath, | | | 


And in the cup an Onixe ſhall he throw, 

Richer then that which foure ſucceſſive Kings Wl 
In Denmarkes Crowne have worne: giue me the cups,, | 
And let the kettle to the trumpet fpeake, 8 „ 
The trumpet to the Cannoneere without, „ 4-40 
The Cannons to the heauens, the heauens to cart. 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 
Now the King drinkes to Hamlet, come beginne. 


. 
Aid you the ludges beare a wary eye. the while. 


Ham. Come on ſir. 
Laer. Come my Lord. 


Han. One, 

Laer. No. 

Ham. Judgement. 

Oftr. A hit, a very palpable hit. Dram trumpeti and fhor. 
Laer. Well, againe. Floriſh,a peece goes off. 


King. Stay,giue me driske, Hamlet this pearle is thine. 
Heeres to thy health, giue him the cup, h 
Ha: lle play this bout firſt, ſet it by a while 


Come, another hit. What ſay you 
Line, I doe confeſt. Os 


Xing. Our ſonne ſhall winne. 
Quer. Hee's fat and ſcant of breath. 


Heere Hamlet take my napkin rub thy browes, 


The Queene carowſes to thy fortune Hamer. 


Ha. Good Madam, 


King. Gertrard doe not drinke. 
Quee,] will my Lord, I pray you pardon me, 
King. It is the poyſned cup, it is too late. | 
Ho. I dare not drinke yer Madam, by and by. 
Que. Come, let me wipe thy face. 
Laer. My Lord, lle hit him now. 
"King, I doe not think t. | 
Leer, And yet it is almoſt againſt my conſeience, 
Ham. Com for the third Laertęs, you doe but dally, 
I pray you paſſe with your beſt viofence 
I am ſure you make a wanton of me. 
Leer. Say you ſo come on. 
Oftr. Nothing neither way. 
Laer. Haue at you now. 
King. Part them, they are ineruſt. 
How, Nay come againe. 
there hoe. 


Ott. ecothe 
fides, how is it my Lorde 


Offr. Hoſt iſt Laeren 


— 
R 


„„ 


Hera. They bleed on 
Ter. W woodcock to mine owne ſprindge.Oftrick 
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Quee. No no, the drink, the drinke, O my deare Has 


The drinke, the drinke, 1 am poyſned. 


| Ham. O villanie! hoe let the dore be lockt, 

Treachery, ſeeke it out. 8 
Laer. It is heere Hamlet, thou art ſlaine, 

No medcin in the world can do thee good, 
In thee there is not halfe an houres life, 
The treacherous inſtrument is in my hand 
Vnbared and envenom'd, the foule practiſe 
Hath turn d it ſelfe on me, loe here I ye 
Neuer to riſe againe: thy mother's poyſned, 
I canno more, the King, the Kings too blame. 


Ham. The point enuenom d to, then venom to thy worke, 


ll. Treaſon, treaſon. 
| King. O yet defend me friends, I am but hurt. 
Ham. Here thou inceſtious damned Dane, 
Drinke of this potion, is the Onixe heere? 
Follow my mother. 


Leer, He is iuſtly ſerued, it is a poyſon temperd by himſefe. 


Exchange forgiuenes with me noble Hamlet, 
Mine and my fathers death come not yppon thee, 
Northine on me. 

Ham. Heauen make thee free of it, 1 follow thee; 
I amdead Horatio, wretched Queene adiew. - 
Youthat looke pale and tremble at this chance, 
That are but mutes, or audience to this act, 
Had I but time as this fell Sergeant Death 
Is ſtrict in his arreſt. OI could tell you! 
But let it be; Horatio] am dead, 
Thou liueſt, report me aad my cauſe aright 


To the ynſatisfied. 


- — - - 


Hora, Neuer beleeue it; 
Tam more an antike Romane then a Dane, 
Heere s yet ſome liquor left. * 
Ham. As th'art a man 
Giue me the cup, let goe, by heauen Ile hate, 
| 88 | 
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] am iuſtly kild with mine owne treachery. 
Ham, How does the Queene? 
King. She ſounds to ſee them bleed: 


* T 
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O God Horatio ! what a wounded name 


— — 
———— * n 


Things ſtanding thus ynknowne, ſhall I leaue behind me? 


If thou did ſt euer hold me in thy heatt, 


Abſent thee from felicity a while, 


— ĩ·ĩF:· 
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And in this harſh world draw thy breath in paine A march « 
To tell my ſtory : what warlike noiſe js this? farre off. 


Enter Of ich. 
Oſr. Young Fortinbrafſe with conqueſt come from Poland, 
Th th'embaſl:d rs of England giues this warlike volly. N 


Ham Oldie Hara io, 
The potent poyſon quite ore-growes my ſpirit, 


1 cannot liue to heare the newes from Bn land, 


Bur I do propheſis the election lights 

On Fortinbraſſe, he has my dying voyce, 

So tell him with th'occurants more and leſſe 
Which haue ſolicited, the reſt is ſileuce. 

| Hlra. Now cracks a noble heart, good 
And flight; of Angels ſinge thee to A 
Why dooes the drumme come hether? | 


night ſweet Prince, 


— 


Enter Fortinbrafſe, with the Embaſſadors. 
Fortin. Where is this fight ? ; 
Hora. What is it you would ſec? 
If ought of woe, or wonder, ceaſe your ſearch. 
Fortin. This quarry cries on hauock, O proud death 
What feaſt is toward in thine eternall cell, 


That thou ſo many Princes at a ſhot 


So bloudily haſt ſtrooke? 
Embaſ. The (light is diſmall 


And our affaires from England come too late, 


The eares are ſenceleſſe rhat ſhould gue vs hearing, 
To tell him his commandement is fulfill, 
That Reſencrans and Guyldenſirne are dead, 
Where ſhould wee have our thankes ? 

Hora. Not from his mouth 
Had it ch ability of life to thanke you 
He neuer gaue commandement for their death; 


But face ſo iump vpon this bloody queſtion 
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You from the Po/lock warres, and you from England 
Are heere arrived, giue order that theſe bodies 
High on a _ be placed to the view, 
And let mee ſpeake, to th'yet vnknowing wor 1d 
How theſe things came about; ſo ſhall you heare 
Of cruell, bloody and vnnaturall acts. 
Of accidentall iudgements, caſuall ſlaughters, 
Of deaths put on by cunning, and for no cauſe, 
And in this ypſhot, purpoſes miſtooke, 
Falne on the inuenters heads: all this can I 
Truely deliuer. | [40 
Fort. Let vs haſt to heare it, 3-40 
And call the nobleſt to tlie audience, 
For me with ſotrow I embrace my fortune, 
I hauc ſome rights of memory in this kingdome, 
Which now to claime my vantage doth inuite me. 
Hora. Of that I ſhall haue alſo cauſe to ſpeake, 7 
And from his mouth, whoſe yoyce will draw no more, . 
But let this ſame be preſently perform d ? 
Euen while mens mindes ate wilde, leaſt more miſchance Bo 
On plots and errors happen. 8 „ 
Fort. Let foure Captaines _—_ 
Beare Hamlet like a ſouldier to the ſtage, 
For he was likely, had he beene put on, 
To haue prooued moſt royall; and for his paſſage, 
The ſouldiers muſique and the right of warte 
Speake loudly ſor him: 
Take vp the bodies, ſuch a ſight as this, 
Becomes the field, but heere ſhowes much amiſle, 
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Goe bid the ſouldiers ſhoote. | exert. 
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